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I 


I OUWE was locked up in her big bedroom cupboar^ 
j She "v^as angry and frightened as a child. 

‘Guy^ she cried, ‘Guy!*GiJy/’ 

no sound came from outside. She held her braath, 
listening, terri^ed to hear the click of the bedroom door. 
Such a click, the very lightest, would mean he had left 
the room, abandoned her shut up all alone. But she felt 
he was still there. Yet — had he left the room quietlyiigone 
‘softly down tL^ stairs and away? 

She cried out 'again, sobbing over and over his 
nan^ “Guy, Guy, Guy, banging his name with her 
^o clenched fists on the tough wood door. But 
aU that sound simply seemed to come back at her in 
the muffled dark, it might never have reached into the 
quiet room outside. 

So dark inside. Where no furs had hung*for years it 
smelled of fur. Clothes touched her with the t^judi of 
hanging bats, lightly the handless arms caressed her. Sbe 
shuddered away, pressed herself forward against the 
wdbd doer. Only the little keyhole gave a pin of light — 
she crouched ’down to it; but a key had been left half- 
turned, it was too small to see through. The dead dark 
all round echoed absolute and stiU, it might have been 
endless space inside her head. 

It seemed to be getting hotter, she grew frightened for 
breath. She stbpped again and listened, her ear to the 
little keyhole. He was just tyitside! He was standing^just 
^ on the*othei> side of the door, out jfc the light, listening 
to her, she could hear him breathii^, h^ must be leaping 
forward with his head an inch away. Despite everything, 
she got great comfort from his nearness, her panic sub- 
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‘sided, her breathing lowered. But theif suddenly ^he 
’disappeared. He had been her own breath. 

She stayed subsided, panic gone, strengthless. 43ig slow# 
tears slipped dowfl Ijpr chee|fs like water in the, dark 
from nowhere — tears of shame f^r being an adult^oman 
of twenty»-seven years locked like a cliild in a Cupboard. 
Locked in wearing a dress t/h%se everyday feel s^ie knew 
so ycry well, yet feeling in it like a small child afraid* 
of the dark. Her years were stripped aw^y, desperately 
now she mourned them. 

For some minutes she stayed still and quiet, teeth 
biting silently into the skin of her forefinger. 

But then the» darkness began to press again, she feb 
her breath pumping up, the little protective handkerchiri^ 
screwed into the palm of her hand hardened as panic 
again rose. 

Then from very close like a soimd amplified in he? 
car Guy’s bi^ voice came: 

‘So at last we’re cooling off a bit.’ 

Sbe was •shocked how close it was. He had after all 
bedh bent listening* the bruises on her arm suddenly 
made themselves felt again. 

‘Guy, please let me out. Guy, it’s so dark, you know 
how you hate it, Guy, it’s dark* 

‘But it’s you in there, Louise, I don’t see how it con- 
cerns me. Except that I feel some little girb must learn 
their lesson.’ 

‘Darling, it wasn’t my fault — I tried to ring you.’ 

‘ft’s not the first time.’ 

‘But how can I help it if you’re out? You’re so often 
out^Guy. And Uncle Robert turned up without^a word. 
It was urgent.’ 

The voice ouyide Jnocked a sigh, then went un with* 
pleased pained patience: 

' ‘So her guydian chooses to arrive in London suddenly 
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and little Lou^ thinks it fit to cast all else aside and fiy . 
to him. lAll appointments broken — for instance, can 
•be left 'Waiting in that so charming restauratft for two 
hour& Money is plainly of ms)re* importance than 
manner^, my Louise.’ ^ 

‘You ^ow it wasn’t money, Guy. <Aunt €arrie had 
this stroke and — ’ 

* ‘It never occurred to you to telephone the restaurant?’ 

‘I tell you ? couldn’t, darling. I was in there with 
Uncle Robert, he*d have heard and you know how he 
disapproves, he’d have started all over again. . . .’ 

‘Why didn’t you telephone the restaurant before he 
t:amc?’ 

r ‘Oh Guy — I nd\rer thought. Honestly, I was so 
bothered — ’ 

Again a tired too amiable sigh from outside: 

‘And if you remember, that was the second time this 
week.’ 

‘Guy, we’ve been into that — you know I couldn’t 
help it again. You’re always out. I don’t 'tomplain if 
you’re out all the time, I try not to, Guy — ’ 

‘And how exactly do I know you’re really seeing your 
blasted Uncle and the other one — who was it? — yes, 
the* ama'^mgly coincidental dental — I’m sorry for that — 
surgeon?’ 

‘I was in agony — ’ 

‘Ahi’ 

‘I couldn’t help it — Guy, for God’s sake let me 
out ’ 

She broke ido'wn then — and as her sobbing began 
again Qpy’s voice hardened: , 

‘I d®n’t* like being stood up. "^ou’cc going to stay 
there dhtil you learn it.’ 

‘Guy!’ 

‘I’m going out now. I’U take your key. i’ll come back ' 
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Jater. Perhaps in this way we’ll make sure Vou re on time 
for tcniight/ 

‘Gny/’ the screamed. 

‘Goodbye/ 

Thft door slammed and then^she heard his feft heayy 
on the stafrs, do\fn an^ disappearing. In terror shp listened 
for 'the froift door. Nothing.‘*But then — could «he have 
heard it sft all? 

But she thought: ‘He will go out. He’stapablp of any- 
thing.’ And sank down on the floor of the darkness and 
wept. The clothes hung above her now, and sometimes 
brusked her face. It smelled every minute thicker of hot 
fur. 

The bedroom door opened again and Guy’s voi* 
entered brightly: ‘Saved by an April shower.’ 

Her heart rose, he had been joking all the time! Shj 
could hardly believe it — this had seemed to be one of his 
moods. 

‘Oh Guy, you did frighten me. Darling you old beast!’ 

:^t theVoicp snapped back: ‘I mean, I was saved. 
Good fixeuse not tb spend a dull afternoon talking old 
bloody Bergman into a job. Not trudging about in the 
rain for anyone.* 

She said nothing. Her whole body seemed* to drop 
inside with hopelessness. 

‘But,’ he continued, ‘we’ve still got to teaeh your little 
girl’s guts a lesson. Little girls must grow up and learn 
majpers. For instance — what? — for instance . . . yes, the 
first tiling a big girl must learn is to put away her little 
girl’s toys. For instance — here I see on thfi mantelpiece a 
par%^cularly nauscoi^ colfccfion of baby’s doJli«s. With 
appalling names, a^I remember: Tabithar, Mr* Toots,, 
Soijiebody the Qhinaman, Wonky Donkey, Callmgham 
and all the others. Really, Louise, you should be 
ashamed.’ 
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Aid oi^^thc voice smirked from the bedroom that now 
sounded large and wide and light a room. <pn went 
the sing-song catalogue of a row of sn\all china and glass 
figure? that she had kept from her childhood’s nursery. 

iFix tiie^ well in mind, Lulu dear, you won’t be 
seeing them again.’ 

• For those few figures she l^ept no baby adoration but an 
amujjtd adult sentiment. It was not her habit to impose 
them on others. Bui: pne night, at a misjudged moment, 
she had disclosed them to Guy. He had been amused, 
bored, finally irritated: but he had not forgotten. 

‘You’ve seen them for the last time, Louise.’ 

Her tearfulness vjent, she began to get angry. But 
dSpped in the darkness against the cupboard door this 
new strength became pitched not at Guy but at her own 
ptiwcrlcssness, her actual indignity there in a cupboard. 
She clicked her tongue with impatience more than rage. 

‘Listen, Louise, I’m picking them all up— one, two, 
tliree, four, five — can you hear?’ 

Something indeed was clinking, tinkling like china 
and glass. 

‘Here* they are, Louise, Tabitha, Toots, Wonky and 
the rc*st. I think we’ll start with this abominable Wonky. 
Listen hard, Lopise.’ 

There was a sharp snap, then a musical shattering as 
some small glass thing might have been thrown into the 
flreplac^. 

‘Leg number one.’ 

Another snap. Another and another. 

‘Now for Wonky’s frangible iswect tail— 

A biggtr smashing of glass. j,* 

• ‘For (^d’s *sakc, Guy, stop playir^ the fool And let 
me out — it’s ridiculous.’ 

‘Ridiculous?’ 

Louise knew he was playing some kind of a trick. 
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With what? A pencil, a broken saucer or spmetMng.^ 
She was^quite certain he would never reallyibreak up 
those irreplaceable thmgs she so loved. 'Now she crouched 
biting her finger agam with ihijpatience, yet tryjpg to be 
•patient updl thi| ‘incorrigible boy’ should get^ed ofliis 
game. She began, eten m ^e absurd position tliat had 
made hej a fe>^ minutes before feel so small and Hopelessly 
a Tittle girl — she began to feel much older than hinf. But 
it was good he was near, the dark held less terror. 

However, Guy was not yet tired of his game. His 
voice continued the catalogue of torture — one by one he 
announced th^ broken limbs of each toy, each time with 
a well-devised snap. He was as ponrersely studious, ^s 
delicately ordered as a small boy pulling the wpigs and 
the legs from a living fly. 

However impatient, or now patient, she was, Loui^ 
could not help hearing the well-known names of her 
toys — ^and'their backgrounds became in the dark^early 
pictured. Wonky Donkey brought back a time when 
hac father was still ^ive, and with his image the two most 
ordinff ily evocative smells of cut grass from the lawn and 
pipe-tobacco smoke ; and early sil^pimer sui^ight; 
Wonky she had presented to her father one morfliiig, 
there had been much fim, and somehow thV gardener 
had come in — through french windows? — from the 
lawn. Tabitha, no cat but a bewildered china leopard, 
recalled nothing quite so happy: dark trees seen through 
long London windows at tea-time, with a scurry some- 
where of silk dresses being got ready for, an evening that 
would not include her-‘-Tabitha meant being left out, 
th(Aigh looking ba^ she ftlt the consolations bf winter 
warmth, of kettle, l»ass fender, nanny and lire. fi4r Toots 
oddly produced*the Nelson Column and a donkey some- 
where on some beach. Callingham was a dachshund, his 
name a perpetual mystery: he was cheap, but his sad 
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eyes p layf d fairground music on a hot summer’s jifter- 
jioon. 1% Chinaman, a pontifical figure of &lse jade, 
was a later acquisition; it was quim plain by then there 
had beqfi no more mother and rather — Uncle Robert 
sttfppcd in Jierc and the thinaman was accompanied b)f 
an air of hard, almost grq^-up, "loneliness^ But there 
was also 4 Miss Smythc who must have beSi muph earlier 
— thS name had^come from a time when she had lisped the 
word ‘nfice’; and •those two small wliite mice with 
their pink eyes blotched on carelessly, so that one looked 
plain wall-eyed and the other a drunken albino, iijjdeed 
brought the flooi to her mind, and peoples’ legs, and the 
fjlds of the dark delicious tablecloth, crumbs on the 
carpet, . 

Gift’s voice rose suddenly in a temper: ‘Oh hell to it!’ 
There came a bigger crash of brittle breaking as though 
he had thrown up the game. And indeed then the key 
turned in the lock and he swung open the docTr to reveal 
sudden light and himself breathing hard but with a Ipng 
downward smile drawing unpleasantness from hi%faci$. 

She stood for a moment dazed, then stepped ouf. 

All,those toys ^ere lying smashed in the fireplace. 

She put a hand to her forehead and glanced at the 
mantelpiece. Bmpty where the toys had been. Then 
down again {o the glazed pink tiles of the fireplace and 
to the glassy pulp piled there — from which now with 
sudden sorrow she made out distinctly the limbs of those 
she knew so well. Sorrow, pity, disgust. 

Guy was sayiijg: ‘. . . a clean sweep and good riddance. 
About time such nonsense was bleared up. . . .’ 

He wa‘5 hc^g into each ’word Alivary emphasil — 
but Louiie just said: ‘All right, all riglft, Guy,* and walked 
over to the April window. She felt tiAd and aimlfts. 
Over and over again she thought: ‘Disgustmg . . . how 
disgusting. . 
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Water sloshed about washing a car in toe mfews' 
beneath,^ lathe somewhere whined. The worfi, simply 
oiough, went on^Just then the sun came out and fired 
the wet window-dr5ps into "mercury and the smell of 
•ApriJ air steamed up moist and fresh from the one 
rogue sycamore leaning jicm the window, from two 
tubbed lilacs 'iieneath. Once, unbelieving, sh<? glanced 
d<7wn at the fireplace to her side: a shaft of sudden sun- 
light glittered the broken glass into pale happy- life. 

Guy had stopped speaking and thrown himself, hands 
in pockets, down backwards on the bed where he lay 
dancing his ^et away frpm the crushed counterpane. 
He was a good-looking, hard-looking man. Pale eyes, 
dark lashes, colourless hair, strong bones and a stoi^ 
skin. His exact lack of colour gave him an added strcligth. 
He looked made of something like concrete, his tough 
greyish skin had no shine to it, it made a rough surface 
like pale cement. One might have thought — with the 
shadows ejdged in a frown, a deep cleft in the chin, 
h^avy lines of decuion setting round his jaw — that he 
had powdered himself: and the shadow of a rough 
growth of shaven beard gritted him further. His eyes — 
grey-brown, sometimes it seemed even yellow — shifted 
their pale light deceptively: or suddenly fixed’it straight 
with an owl’s glare. He had a mouth full of trustless 
small teeth, they grew inwards and this gave them a 
vicious and predatory appearance: yet altogether his 
mouth made a charming crescent when he smiled. He 
was an actor by profession. 

Now his trick was done he was not at all nervous: 
yei he acted a nervous whistle through his torth to mark 
the time, the silent^, and his presence. Biit afrfr a few 
minutes he gre'^ intpatient. 

‘Now perhaps we-’U have decent time to get dressed 
for once. C6me on, Lou.’ 
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Shb tumcd from the window. 

‘I’m notigoing out with you, Guy/ 

‘What?’ 

‘I’m finished, Guy/ 

*Oh? Forjiow long?’ 

‘This time for always? That filthy, «disgAsting tfick . . . 
I don’t wfnt to have anythid^ more to do ’widi you/ 

‘Olf balls, darling/ 

‘You mi^lit as*wcjl go. Right away.’ 

Guy turned over towards her and propped his head 
up on one arm the better to consider this. She still stood 
with her back him, a little round-shouldered n#»w, 
arms limp as if defeated to either side. He laughed. He 
w4k really amused. He must have felt tliat he had bitten 
deep. 'However — time was getting on, one could not 
hang about indefinitely, there was the evening ahead. 

‘Really Lulu — you can’t make such a fuss about a 
> few toys!’ 

He laughed again, then sighed: 

‘A period for hurt pride. In fact — for sulking. A fijw 
tears, a tender word from me, reconciliation, cmijrace. 
That sho*uld take M the very least half an hour. I think 
I’ll go *and make myself a cup of tea.’ 

He bounded lymsclf up into a sitting position. 

‘You won’t,’ Louise said. She stood with her back to 
him, she was ’unsure yet of her face. She showed thus 
backwards at him a bare arm. The sunlight made plain 
four round red blushes that would soon bruise purple, 
marks of a half-hour before when in a cool temper he had 
gripped her towards that cupbodrd. 

‘Perhapf fcr a start you’ll take a look at these.* She 
^odded^e arhi backwards. 

He saw his chance. Sympathy for that hind of physic^ 
hurt, easy to give, would short-circuit the whole matter. 
He became instantly apologetic. 
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‘Darling,* he said getting up and going to her, ‘I iievcr 
realized. I didn’t mean anything like that . . it’s your 

skin, so . . 

‘Shut up!’ 

Now she turned and sho\/ed him her face. It was 
neither 'angry hor defeated, it w4s calmly measured with 
distaste. He might have DdSi a sum wrongly ‘added. He 
etoppfid talking, surprised. Her voice spoke level!/, and 
at a distance from him. 

‘You can understand a bruise. You’re used to bruises. 
Anything else is perhaps too subtle for you to xmder- 
staAd. I don’t care about a bruise, I don’t care at all. I care 
about all the rest. I care about your vicious, premeditated 
bullying. That is, I don’t care any more — ^I’m finished ’ 

‘But Louise . . .’ 

‘You can be sweet enough fi^om time to time, I knew 

aU that .In between, you’re rotten. One always hopes 

it’ll be different — even after that Silva business, even 
after the spectacles, even after — oh, I can’t coimt — ’ 

'But it was not ‘because of any difficulty with numbers 
that '§he could riot count, it was because the images 
called up by those few episodes mentioned sri-uck still 
so forcibly they blotted aU the rest — a considerable list — 
out of mind. Maurice da Silva had been a fihn director, 
Guy had wanted a part from him and had more or less 
lent Louise as a bribe: he had arranged dinner for the 
three in his fiat, then phoned later that he was detained 
in the country for the night and asked Louise to ‘fulfil 
the honours.’ As for the spectacles, one night at a party 
Guy had given one of the guests — a very short-sighted 
gkl who wore spectacles- -far too much to drink. This 
girl had then take^ it into her mind to ‘fiing iierself at 
Guy. She fiung toa*hard and too long. Guy was exasper- 
ated, and rightly — ^but his solution was unforgivable, 
he had learied forward and snapped the bridge of those 
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tl>rtc9seshell glasses, and the girl was left wavering and 
q;ying — dilu^ and without her glasses blind. 

‘You know very* well 1 meant nothing serious with 
MauricS ^ilva,* Guy said. He gav^ a Htde kick at an 
electric flex disordered on^e floor. ‘I’ve said I’m softy.’ 

‘And you’ll continue lo say you’re«orr^. But ilo more 
to me.’ She paused. Then mftre softly: ‘To •think of you 
snapphig those things one by one with your fiifgers-* 
your fingers — Gdd, J’d be disgusted to be touched by 
them again. . . .’ 

She trailed off: ‘Anyway, we needn’t argue. Goodbye.’ 

Guy took a uc'^p breath and blew it heavily lite a 
lanoured sigh out thijough his nose. He knew quite well 
thSt Louise was unmanageable at the moment. He was 
bored 4)y what seemed a useless bother, a quarrel which 
would take more time to put right than usual: and blamed 
himself for not somehow managing the affair better. So 
he tried: 

‘Now look here Louise, I know how you feel, I didn’t 
know you really liked those things so much, it s diffiftf}t 
for a man to know — ’ 

‘Please will you go !’ 

Hg "shrugged his shoulders and turned away. Then, 
though he*bch^cd the situation would heal in a couple 
of days, he could not resist playing up to her fancy. 
Bitterly as if burdened by the future, he said: 

‘I must say you’ve chosen a nice time for this. On the 
eve of our trip.’ 

She repeated wearily: 

‘Trip?’ And then, realizing: ‘Oh — ^trip.’ 

. ‘Bcrthf booked ... all thatrand four days to go. A rtice 
niuddlcT,^ 

As though this were a minor matter <9f office routine, 
she answered without even looking at him: 

‘I won’t be going.’ Her hand was already picking up 
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the telephone receiver: ‘111 cancel mine. What was the 
nuiiiber . . . ?* 

She was dialling it; but Guy crossed over and put his 
hand down blockiiig the riiiging-bar of the instrument. 
She looked up surprised, as at^a stranger intruding. •* 

‘If ydu wanV it tWs way,^ he said, ‘let’s do the thing 
properly.^ They’re your' fficnds, I don’t want to go 
trekkiifg round Spain with the Prescotts. It’d be ridiculous. 
No, I’ll cancel instead.’ 

He had a matchstick between his teeth. It was a habit 
of his, this chewing a matchstick. It brought his teeth 
togtther, forced his jaw forward a little, as tliough he 
were chewing not the match but the problem, or eating 
it.^ ^ 

^Youd do that?’ She looked up at him puzzled. ^ 

‘Of course.’ 

‘That’s strangely good-natured . . . 

‘Th&cSs a job going. I didn’t tell you. Enough to 
carry me through into the summer. . . .’ 

touise 'still held the receiver carelessly on her lap. 
I'he iittle machine buzzed angrily to itself. Out of 
habit she found herself asking: 

‘A job? You never told me. Who with?’ 

‘Cornish romance, lonely house on a cliff. . . Betty 
Andrews and David play the — ’ 

He stopped, cursing himself. Those two names were 
of an actress and actor favoured much by the director 
dsk Silva. Now he saw her eyes grow indifferent again. 

She replaced the receiver carefully. 

‘Well — if that’s really the case, so much the better for 
both of us.’ 

‘Yes.’ 
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^ Sluidenly he became angry, turned and quickly left 
the room, ^ut was careful not to slam the door: to walk 
qtiietly down the stms and close the front dooi^behind 
him with exactly enough noise to leach, with finality, 
the ,room*lipstairs. 

For som^ 'seconds afior that sound ^reached her^ Louise 
saj without moving. Then l^tlessly, but with resort of 
resolution, she began to walk about the room — ^losin^ 
the cupboard do»r, straightening the coverlet on the bed. 

Through the window the early April sun shone 
brightly. Outside all over the city spring warmed each 
stone and brick v’ith an air once more of new life ri^g, 
trftes spread the essence of their rising sap? the scent of 
blossom surprised the’petrol air with sudden fragrance — 
and bqfli*old and young, to the measure of their pleasure 
o^ bitterness in each personal memory, praised or cursed 
this advent of new life, feeling it to be either the birth of 
a new year or the death of all hope for ever. 

Louise stood in the centre of that room now unsure of 
what to do next. There seemed to be nothiAg. Th*re 
was; but her resolution was failing and resentment ssing, 
muscles of resolv^ slackened and others came into play, 
and behind her eyelids the hot wetness began to swell. 
With a lasA impatience she strode over to the mirror and 
looked to sec vfhat face was there. This she had wished 
to do at the instant the front door had closed. 

The face showed no trace whatever of feeUng. There 
were tearmarks from the cupboard — but otherwise it 
had straightened itself into her ordinary, well-known 
face, and held simply the no-expression that normally she 
set towar(}s a mirror. 

Seeing tSe ordinary mirrored fa^e, from habit she 
Segan to^out her lips. But they did,notj)out, the lips in 
the mirror tried, then wavered: and at last she broke 
down and wept long and bitterly. 
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S P that’s the worst of it ojfcr!’ Prescott saiJ, smiling 
' down toibis wife. 

4 tV 

1 m Hit so sure. 

‘AlLsafely stowed beneath, steward identified, pur^ 
located? . . . oh — ^you mean the unpacking?’ 

‘I mean an hour from now, dear. When we trip so 
gaily into the lounge. AU those new people! Diplomats 
boq^id for Egypt, financiers for points further East, 
great men and dicir huge women — ’ 

‘Nonsense. They’re every bit as hervous as you.’ ^ 
‘Exactly. Everyone termed, sniff-sniflP-smlF,^ battle 
formation — 

‘Well, we’ll form a phalanx — phalanx of three, en 
Louis^’ 

‘I’m a&aid we’ll have to,’ Louise smiled. 

The ship was dye to sail quite shortly now. They stood 
^ainet the white rail of the promenade deck and watched 
the rad of embarkment. All was qrderly. People in 
stumbling groups or sii^ly straggling were herded by a 
polite uniformed staff who gave forth genial unhurried 
strength: some passengers gave thanks for the safety of 
such bluff double-breasted arms, but others felt immedi- 
ately inferior. From down on the quay the ship, whose 
rads they could not sec, looked like no ship but a giant 
white skyscraper with long balconies and modernistic 
round windows. Could ^ch a square and heavy house be 
seaworthy? A large grey R,olls-Royce sailed frqm a crane 
above their heads, jio toy but a weight of heai'y steel : 
and those whe^ thought it might possibly ^ made a 
n£>mratary U in the queue. 

But onc^ up the gangway matters were different. 
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White coats greeted them, it became quite like a ship, 
and what with the luggage going in dmerent directions 
and the steep stairs, hurry asserted itself with th# slight 
panic of pitching camp. , 

‘I put me labels on myselp* 

‘The cabiA’s roomier jhan a flat, and thg lovely be<& — 
how bouncy!’ 

‘No we shan’t see Mildred when we pass Bqume- 
moutn — bit’ll be tpo dark.’ 

‘And a blue one, bhie, steward, with a little dent on one 
comer’ — this last cried consistently by a luggage-lom 
lady running up one corridor and down another aft« a 
steward running along already with someone else’s cases. 

^rescott and Madeleine his wife and Louise turned away 
from ^ese cries in the corridor behind and walked 
along towards the relative quiet of the bows. Prescott 
had managed matters well, he usually did, he was an 
efficient man and an ex-major of the army. He had driven 
his wife down, met Louise from her long re3^ boat- 
train and led them without a hitch through a fr>rmid^]>le 
crowd bound for new life m Australia. Now he '^alked 
a little nhead, limping always from his old wound, 
dressed carefully in some rather old-fashioned way 
befitting am ex-officer, a vinmer and a gentleman. He 
was on his wjy to revisit sherry-vine estates and his 
family warehouse in Jerez. 

‘I’m so sorry about Guy,* whispered his wife, fallen 
behind with Louise. 

Louise had made herself cheerful: ‘Oh well, he j&st 
couldn’t make it, that’s all — ^ypu know Guy. Though 
no one can blame him this time, he’s had such a good 
job offiyrcdf * 

‘StiU— <t’s a shame.’ 

‘Mm. It is.’ 

‘Shame be damned,’ said Madeleine in her mind, ‘it’s 
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the one dear God-sent chance to cut her away ^om 
hitn.’ 

But /he quickly changed the subject, saying: ‘You 
should see who’s nqyt-door fo Father'down in his, cabin — 
prettiest little thing you’ve ever seen.’ And she shouted 
ahead: ‘Father, isn’t she!’ 

‘WhaV 

‘Yqpr blonde next door,* isn’t she splendid?^ 

' ‘Good-looker all right. Her name’s jyiolly.’ 

‘Father! Already!’ ‘ 

Louise tried to join in: ‘Better keep your eyes open. 
Mad . . .’ 

‘feut her fether,’ said Prescott, ‘is next door on the 
other side. So there’s not much chance there. I’m ahr^id. 
And I had a look at Pop in the passage — he’s evidendy 
taking the trip seriously.’ 

‘Molly’s Pop?’ 

‘Got his sealegs already.’ 

‘But'Qie ship’s not even started. Must be an old band 
indeed.’ r 

^A^ the botde.* 

‘You don’t mean to say he’s — ?’ 

‘Stinking.’ 

They had been looking over at the orapge-painted 
machinery in the bows — ^winches, cranes, a capstan — 
that gave to the ladies a sense of security, for plainly 
with these machines the men would see them (hxough, 
and to Prescott a pleasant sense of assumed sea m anship 
(Mm, engine-driven capstan, eh?); and now they turned 
away in through doors to the main lounge. 

‘That’s him !’ 

*Molly’s Pop?’ ^ 

In the great dun^oloured lounge, deserted ‘'/et, sat 4 
single elderly man Vacing a large whisky-and-soda. The 
man stared at the glass, the glass glared bubbling back. 
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Nothing stirred to disturb this dual contemplation. 
Tall white pillars held up an impassive ceiling, the piano 
On its dais stood draped and impartial, a waiter on early 
service* stood dangling his silver tray at the far end as 
discreetly* distant from hi^ one customer as possible^but 
occasionally eyed him. . 

The gljss won. Molly’s f^tlicr’s hand reached in that 
imm^se silence slowly forward. He had just managed 
to raise the glass*to his lips, but not touched them, when 
Louise and the Pre^otts wandered past. Impossible not 
to greet each other — in a lonely bar, yes, but not in so 
vast and empty -y space as the Great Lounge. Disturbed 
between cup and lip, Molly’s father saw the danger, 
t^k a quick gulp,* and slurred up brightly: ‘Good 
e’eningl* 

‘Good evening,’ the others said, and saw a roimd pale 
kiiaki face with affable eyes grey as water smiling up at 
diem, and passed on. AU took away the impressi/an of a 
hare-creature, or possibly a kangaroo— not because of 
any prominent teeth, for the gentleman’s thfli rubbery 
lips showed no particular of teeth, but rather because flf 
two large, wary, Jjack-flown cars. 

‘Looks a cheery sort of devil.’ 

Prescott^ ust grimted, not committing himself on the 
matter of any strange male. 

‘Did you notice — ^lie had a stick,’ Madeleine went on, 
‘he’s lame poor tiling.’ 

‘Poor thing be damned, it’s gout,’ the M^or said, 
limping with difficulty over the raised lintel of the deck 
door: ‘And damn these whatdyoucaUems.’ 

They passed out onto the dqt^ and continued round^e 
ship. Tberc was much to inspect. A library, a dance- 
floor, Iffiffioats, a play-pen for chil^ren^much else. But 
five minutes later they came to a sudden small door 
designed in late Geotgian fashion, nav^ Georgian. 
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Over it was inscribed in gilded script on a v^diite 
panel: ‘The Qxiarter-Deck/ Inside could be seen a prim 
Nelsonian bar. Inside this stood one lonely man leaning 
by a whiskjr-and-soda. 

‘Evenin’/ he said, and his pale eyes peered **at them. 
‘Haven’t we met before somewhere?’ 

‘In the lo\mge,’ Prescott said, ‘just now.’ ^ 

. ‘Oficourse. Silly. Nought out of ten. Name’s O-^en — 
how d’you do?’ 

‘Prescott. And my wife. And this^ Miss Abbott. We 
were just lookmg round. See you later on.’ 

With exactitude, with no question of a pause, the 
M^or turned his phalanx and withdrew. ‘A little 
crowded,’ he muttered. 

‘He isn’t lame,’ Madeleine observed, ‘and hij stick 
had a silver doggy on the handle.’ 

Just then they all felt a kind of sliding, though nothing 
apparently sUd. But Louise caught sight of a reej^dock- 
tower gliding, erect as a moon-eyed sea-serpent, past 
a windov/'to port* 

*■ ‘There,’ she said, ‘we’re off.’ And aU listened with 
expert apprehension for the sound of engines. But none 
came — ^die enormous white liner simply slid off quietly 
down the river, pulled somewhere by tugsvio bigger, 
it seemed, than dolphins. 

They wandered towards the bows. Few»things are so 
sad as a ship putting to sea by the evening light. Nothii^ 
— ^o nocturne across a lawn, no sound of a broken 
harp-string — echoes so strongly the loneliness of dusk. 
Soimd and strong as the chip may be, it becomes quickly 
d\^arfed and pitiful as it pffers itself to the grey, un- 
predictable horizon ahead. Lights, houses, 'roqms and 
the safe streets jinkjbehind. People watch the fast house 
recede, there is a curious silence about the decks. The 
horizon wi^kns, extends its water, grows colder. A 
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heartless wind begins to slap the air, all around now 
only winds of aerial salt. So much is being left behind, 
no one knows wl^at Ues ahead. Deep disconft>lations 
move the heart, feelings of adventm® try to rise but the 
anguish iS too deep. And^his poor anguish is written in , 
the steamer's long white trail left qp ths going, going 
s^ that vyll soon swallow it,«a last pleading of departure, 
as th<yjgh it had never been. And the iron prow outs oq, 
into the night. Ip is a moment to go below and cat. 

As Major Prescott leaned on the rail between liis two 
ladies, he remembered in particular troopships that had left 
this same grf-a. p'>rt at eventide. For a moment (thus 
sdrrowful he felt the need to comfort othfrs. He put his 
h«id over Louise’s* and gently pressed it. ‘Nuisance 
about^hy, old girl. Sort of put a damper on the begin- 
ning of things — stiU, we’ll have to make the best of 
things — ^us old crocks’ll do the best we can.’ 

Guy’s image was easily evoked on the wi«»j6d air. 
He did not bear talking of. Louise tried: ‘You? You’ve 
got more life in you than . . . anyway, who’si'talking of 
being old?’ 

‘Fifty? you knQW. But let’s hope it’s the prime of life. 
And for a good passsage and dien the old Rock and 
Seville — wish I was in your shoes seeing it for the first 
time.’ 

‘Getting a*bit chilly, isn’t it?’ cut in Madeleine, who 
wanted*to be smartly out of the sad air, it was making 
her feel creepy. ‘Let’s go in and have a drink.’ , 

They turned away and, avoiding the bar occupied 
by Mr Owen? descended to the smoking-room bar 
beneath.* ^ 

‘Bet he’s there too,’ Louise said. 

And hi was. He was standing with a vhisky-and-so^ 
But he was not alone. 

‘Hello there!’ said Guy. 
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He came forward smiling, both hands outstretched, 
with one of which he took Madeleine s hand and the 
other ftrcscott’s arm. He was evideijtly very pleased to 
have found them, tie was ^^acdy sure of himself, and 
exceedingly charming. ‘And i^uise!* he* laughed, 
winking at he]!*whi|e still holding the other ^o. 

‘Good heavens!’ Presc6t> mumbled. 

. ‘Guy!’ was all Louise said. She was so surprised that 
she smiled. A great relief rose in her at«the sight of liim. 
But the next instant she remembered, the smile dropped, 
and she felt neither misery nor anger nor resentment but 
simply muddled. Then, while the others exchanged 
greetings: 

‘But Guy — how, why are you here? You said — 

‘The job fell through. Last moment. Seemed 't<^ be no 
point in hanging about London with a perfectly good 
cabin booked so 1 got a car down and just made it.’ 

‘BuSii^you cancelled your berth.’ 

‘D’you know, I clean forgot to do tliat.’ 

He hacf a way of enjoying his words, or perhaps the 
person they addressed, as if diey were food — ^it was to 
do with an upper lip too long for his small inward teeth. 
Now this lip curled out more than usual, and with his 
voice too sure Louise saw he was lying. 

‘Well,’ she said coldly, ‘well, that’s fine. I think I’ll 
go down and dress.’ 


Half an hour later she went to Madeleine’s cabin. 

That lady was half-drftssed, hurrying aroimd with her 
stockings hancing from her calves like the tc^s of pirate 
boots. As she hurried she shook her chestnut hair, cut 
in almost the latest jfashion, as if she wanted if to brush 
itself by itself. Younger than her husband, slim, smart 
in the manner of some officers’ wives, she seemed a 
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littl^mischievous; when she spoke her tongue lay exposed 
bj' her lower teeth, so that her words sounded as if 
spoken through an, obstruction such as a plun#-in-the- 
mouth.*This was not unattr&:tivc. Itf^’gave an impression 
of eagerness. Now she bubbled instantly: ‘Late, late, 
late — that Cjwen got us in the end. He's an umbrella 
n^ — if you know what thpt'is. Makes umbrellas. It’s 
why be carries a stick. I had three ocean-going martinis — - 

‘Madeleine, I’ve got to tell you about Guy. We’ve 
had a row.’ 

‘What, again?’ 

‘No, this is 1 i(,al row. Wc’rc finished.’ 

•‘Oh?’ 

Madeleine still hurried around. Though this was hardly 
necessary, for she could scarcely touch anything, she 
held her hands outspread before her like a sleep-walker, 
her nail varnish was wet. 

‘Please, darling — this is serious. It’s awkward tco. He 
wasn’t meant to come at all — but he played me a trick 
and forced it after all. And now we’re closeted for diys 
on this damn ship.’ 

Madeleine stopped and stared, laying sacrosanct 
hands bn the kneeling air. 

‘Louise! •Poor darling! You don’t really mean — 
finished . . . ?’ * 

‘You can c&t the sob-stuff. I know you don’t like him. 
But you see — don’t you see how difficult this is? What 
am I going to do?’ 

‘I’m not all diat fond of him — but I know you arc — ’ 

‘Were.’ 

For a moment then in silence, in the little soft ?nd 
glittering cabin these two, cousins and good friends, 
faced eaeff other. Then Madeleine said ivorc sofdy: , 

‘Would you like me, or Father pcrliaps, to have a 
word with him?’ 
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‘What’s the use? He won’t take any notice. It’ll just be 
a nfl'serable merry-go-round, chasing all over the ship . . .’ 

‘Yotf could of course stay in your-p’ 

‘I’m damned if HI speni the trip in my cabin like a 
bl<X)dy film-star.’ 

‘Louf 

‘I’ll have to have it out with him myself’ She pausQd: 
JOnl^I thought you’d better know.’ 

Just then the ship’s bugler played though loyd-speakcrs 
everywhere the call for dinner. 

‘My!’ Madeleine cried, ‘and Father hasn’t been in to do 
meSip ! Hurry, hurry — ^look Lou, we’ll talk later. . . .’ 

The chief * steward had placed tliese four fclloAr- 
passengers, and Guy was the fourth, together at table. 
It was an awkward meal, and a long one. Tlicnr were 
eight courses. These were known officially as ‘victualling’. 
The steward referred to the third coune, a plump quad 
roasted on a rich canap^, as a ‘sustenance’ dish.«Louise 
could have left early, or have asked for a meal in her 
cabin, but she was determined now not to alter her 
nornftl behaviour. She sat and ate slowly through the 
enormous meal, coldly angry, awkwardly formal. The 
atmosphere was further compUcated by Guy himself, 
who chose to be at his most amusing and attentive. 

Whatever else invested Guy’s character, he could 
exercise a great deal of what is called ‘chiftrm’ when he 
wished. Apart from his good looks, apart from* an alert 
and ready-witted brain, apart from an athletic case and 
the deportment of an actor, apart from much else that 
made him a most presentable fellow . . . Iiis predominant 
attfibutc was an absolute lack of fear. This gg.v« strength 
and surety to every gesture, every movement — a turn of 
th^ neck, a wave of arm, a glance. When he%oked at 
you he seemed to see so much it was often difficult to 
rememberwihat he said: his nerves had simply beaten yours. 
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MSjor Prescott was also sure of himself, but in a differ- 
eijt way. Prescott’s eyes, which always and vmnecessafily 
blazed under black out-sprouting brows, never stopped 
moving in every direction— they sedfiied to be mal^g 
sure all the time that matters everywhere and with every- 
one were in order. To \^atch this ceateles^look-odit, and 
tocee his beaked nose and neait-sStanic features, one might 
have taken him for an angUcized Levantine. But no.-. 
Prescott came o^datk sto(^ from the northern isles — 
and his watchfulness was a legacy of the parade-ground 
and the barracks. He simply made sure of being sure of 
all that went on ^ onnd him. Guy, on the other hJbd, 
haS no need to troub|e himself to be sure of things, he 
siiftply was so. 

Now^ at this first dinner, it was particularly towards 
Prescott that Guy directed his attention — ^in any case it 
was plain Madeleine had determined to keep Louise 
occupied. Prescott had been told briefly in the"rmh 
before dinner what the trouble was. He was deUghted, 
though apprehensive. This induced in him a measure^jf 
polite tacimmity — and in any case, in such a large stfange 
room full of strangers, he was engaged in looking to 
right auid left, his eyes blazed their ceaseless broadsides to 
left and right and from time to time he slewed his whole 
body half roimd in his chair to scan the tables exactly 
behind him. *Ncvertheless Guy was able to win him 
round. A successful manoeuvre was to ask the Major the 
meaning of the badges of rank worn by the various 
ship’s officers. He himself knew these exactly: but when 
Prescott made a flip, he did not correct him. 

Purple infold, epaulettes oflscarlct and green, bandsVif 
^ver lac^on the cuffs— one might have thought the 
army of some oriental principah»y was under dis- 
cussion. But at last, when Guy saw that most of the ice 
was broken, and when he himself was becoming a little 

A 

31 



A BED OF ROSES 


bored, he mentioned particularly the white-and^old 
cuflTs of a senior assistant purser who had looked into t|;ie 
bar wSen they had been having a drink with the man 
Owen. He wanteefito talk ibout Owen, who was sitting 
a A>uple of tables away with Itis notably blonde daughter 
Molly &t his side. 

‘Did you know, Maj&rjf Guy said, ‘that he's one*of 
'the biggest umbrella men in England?’ 

He was careful not to say ‘sir’, fhe'generations were 
too close. 

‘Can’t say I did,’ Prescott said. 

‘Umbrellas and walking-sticks. He was very keen to 
talk about them too. In his cups, of course. Gave me 
quite a leemre on the one he was carrying — seems to*be 
known as a Congo Crook.’ 

]Oh?’ 

‘With a chased Scarborough nose-cap.’ 

‘Afb you sure?’ 

‘Absolutely. He went on about something else — 
G&itlemen’s Long Ends and Ladies’ Tips.’ 

‘HSavens! Have to give the fellow a wide berth.’ The 
Major furtively chuclded. ‘Trouble is "he’s nearly in the 
next berth to me.’ 

‘Ha ha.’ 

‘Matter of fact, it’s Molly who’s reafly ^berthed next 
to me. His daughter.’ 

‘Really? Is she the one on his left — the blond5?’ 

•‘Mm. Damn pretty girl, too. Shame.’ 

‘You don’t often see hair like that. A handsome job 
indeed. . . .* 

This was intended for 'Louise. She had. been half- 
listening: and now also half off her guard, s]j|ie turned 
without thinking and looked over at the Owens’ table. 

Molly had made the technical error of wearing evening 
dress for dinner on the first night out. But in the main this 
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was «io mistake. She was in white, and with hei; pale 
pink winter skin and her golden bob she sat like an early 
blossom among th^ tweeded others at her tablA Why 
had Molly not confided in*her member what she had 
chosen to" wear? Because jt had been her secret. Mcdly 
had been tvyenty-one two months be^pre-^but this made 
litjle difFejence, it tended onjyato accelerate an already 
indcp^fident nature : besides, she knew her mother would, 
suggest some alternative to whatever dress she might 
suggest, Mrs Owen always liked to have her ‘say’. In any 
case Molly had determined to begin the voyage with a 
splash, it was a cnusidcrable adventure for her and*she 
meant to greet her fellow-passengers from* the top of a 
gr^d stairway in her* finest gown. 

Molly ‘had been brought up in an ordinary modem 
middle-class manner, emancipated on careful strings. She 
had been no teenage rou6e. Her tastes were the normal 
nice ones of a kind of middle-class metropolitan girl. 
She liked ice-skating, Shakespeare and be-bop: she also 
liked gossip with the other girls over momihg coflfee 
in the High Street of the Manchester suburb wheie shd 
and her ‘parents |jvcd. But these were the surfaces of 
Molly^-dcep currents had begun to course beneath, 
from an excited, fairly pure heart she was preparing to 
greet the world? with open arms, with the fated sleep- 
tread of modh-bound maidenhood, she was preparing, 
though she scarcely knew it, for sacrifice. 

But Louise looking over did not see all of this, though 
she supposed some of it. She saw Molly’s relative 
youth — ^which was an unknown quantity, too tempting 
or too nai){e, whichever one pleased, and just dien she vws 
pleased to diink too naive for Guy. There were, too, her 
features t(f consider — a small snub ])ose.« a short uppCT 
lip, broad cheek-bones and a square little chin — ^the face, 
indeed, of a beautiful pug. Her blonde hajr caused a 
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disquiet normal to Louisc/who was brunette. But Louise 
war pleased to see that the dress, though becoming, was 
of imdistinguishcd provincial taste. And she was amused, 
and glad, at Molly*, error ii. wearing it — it was the mark 
of gauchcrie, it must be making Molly feel a little small. 
In this* she was utterly wrong. No one, not even her 
mother, had told Molly, of her technical error. Indexed 
„a kind elderly lady, above pretension, had said to her 
mother how pretty she looked. Morcovetj a young 
gentleman at table, though undoubtedly plain and 
hissing his words from the side of his mouth in a sharp 
rush of guiltily small syllables, had managed to compli- 
ment her. She felt like a queen. 

Pulled by the eyes fixed on her, she looked up. 
the three pairs of eyes, she selected by natme Guy’s: 
she had her mouth full, chewing hard, but on finding 
this handsome face across the tables, slid the food to the 
back of her mouth for better composure. She sw^^owed 
and was about to look airily away when Owen at her 
side looked up to catch Guy’s eyes, smiled over at him, 
iloddad to Molly that this was a nice young fellow he 
had met in the bar — so that in a secoqd Molly was able 
to smile too and Guy courteously to incline his head. 

Thus while Louise looked away, also with a smile but 
a vny one, and while the chatter of the great dining 
saloon rose and fell, wliilc stewards in their white coats 
flashed their silver trays and their most willing atten- 
t^n, while steward officers in dark uniforms strode the 
table-aisles like rolling vergers to bestow upon a table 
here, a table there, some modestly genial greeting, while 
ncfiv friends \yere made ?nd others marked ^down for 
enmity in all those hearts bound for Gib, Port Said and 
oceans cast, while .the turbines deep below bathed all 
this tweeded travelling throng with a great clean warmth 
of bright ejipctricity, while the ship sud from the outer 
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readies of the river and round some foreland of the 
Kentish coast, thus in fact while the whole affair of<he 
voyage gathered momentum — Guy and Molly nfomen- 
tarily smiled. Then nicely lo6ked aw4y. 

Molly inside herself preeiied. She had found a friend — 
a handsoma boy too. There was no ^uttet in her heart. 
In«her goo^ time she would s^^hat he was like. But the 
first introduction had been made, the party had begun — , 
and with "v^at case, how soon! 

‘Coffee in the lounge?’ 

All at the Prescott table rose. 

Louise exc’scd herself and went immediately* to 
firTd the chief steward. Could he arrange* seating at a 
di&rent table for Major and Mrs Prescott and herself? 
‘Certahjy.’ 

‘There’s no time to be lost,* she thought. ‘I must speak 
to him right away. He must see I’m serious. But am I? 

, What did I feel about that poor htde blonde? . . . But 
that was surely quite natural? These things don’t end 
cleanly? I don’t expect not to suffer. What’s im'J)ortanf is 
to get free of the old kind of suffering, the other*, th^ 
long-enduring. What’s important is to see straight. 
Hcavert give you strength. . . .’ 

And wheA she looked in through the glass door of the 
lounge, and saw no Guy but the Prescotts sitting alone, 
she felt suddeft rehef. Yet she went straight in and asked 
where he was. 

‘Up in one of the bars,’ the Maj'or said. ‘To get some 
cigarettes, I think he said.’ 

‘Do sit down, ’Lou, and tell me properly what it’s all 
about.’ 

Louise sai3 firmly: ‘No,’ and turned away. 

The PreJeotts raised their eyebrow* to each other. ^ 

‘Pity,’ the Major sighed. ‘Bit of a bounder. But I can t 
say he isn’t likeable at times.’ 
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‘Nonsense, he’s a horror. Louise’s got to think df her 
future.’ 

‘Yes^dear, I suppose you’re ri — ’ 

Madeleine turndd to her husband and said sharply: 

^oubc is a nice girl.’ 

She fro'wne\i a rising indignavion at him for want of 
anyone else there. 

, The Major smiled to himself: but a certain- male 
irritation made him ask: 

‘And what exactly is a nice girl?’ 

Her eyes opened wide, her tongue stopped like a cat’s 
pouted just inside her imderlip. 

‘Well!’ shfc said at last. ‘Well, a nice girl’s a . . 1 a 

9 

• ■ a 2 • 

‘Yes, dear?’ 

‘Well, just a nice ordinary girl,’ she ended. Then added 
suspiciously, ‘I don’t mean a “naice” girl. I mean a nice — 
well, she’s not stuck up for one thing, and tlien she’s not 
the fast type — ’ 

‘'Not tdo slow cither.’ 

‘You know what I mean. She’s just a decent kind of 
modem — ’ 

‘Of course, dear.’ 

‘I’ll dear you. But you must see it’s absurd. There she 
is set up in a job she likes, a sensible job, all those old 
stones — ’ 

‘Archaeological research.’ 

t ‘Never you mind. Lou’s all right. And she’s got plenty 
of good fiiends, people like her. It’s a pity about her 
mother and father, but I don’t think you can make too 
much of this orphan stuflf these days — ’ 

‘Of course not.’ 

, ‘She’s got hen nice flat. That’s more than a lot have got. 
Near the park too. She’s got the park.’ 

‘Got the whatT 
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‘Vbu know what I mean — she’s comfortably settled. 
In fact everything in the pygmalion garden’s lovely and 
then she has to go .and get messed up with thi? awful 
Guy. Whom you seem to think so nibch of—’ 

‘Now that’s too much! ionly said — ’ 

‘Pity her. father didn’t leave her % bit^ore money, 
that’s all I^an say. She would,pk have met the low tyke 
at all. jt’s dicsc parties.’ 

‘Ah!’ 

‘Stop ah-ing. AndT now they’ve been together — what 
is it? Three, four years? The one good thing is they haven’t 
married, that’: all 1 1 .m say. She’s stiU got a chance.’ 

“I wonder why — ’ 

If. don’t suppose the* sod’s even asked her.’ 

‘Madf tcine !’ 

‘It’s her blind spot, that’s what. Her bliitd spot’ 

‘Oh come, for goodness sake, you’ll be giving the 
girl a little tin can and blue glasses soon. Louise’s all right. 
She’s got her head screwed on the right way. She’s in 
love, that’s all.’ 

‘That’s all!’ 

‘Now* come, we’re very fond of Lou, she’s a nice 
girl— 

‘Ah/ Madeleine said. 

But meanwhile Louise, not fceHng like a nice girl at 
all, did not find Guy in the smoking-room bar, and 
climbed* higher to that other decorated in a maritime 
Georgian manner. There she saw him — ^but stopped. He 
was talking to Molly, and Molly’s milk-smooth back in 
its wiiitc dress Was shaking with laughter. 

She stqpd for a while unoertain — then at last cai%ht 
Guy’s eye and signalled. Guy excused himself and came 
over. Loutse traced her finger over % map on the wall to 
appear absorbed, to avoid whatever look Molly might 
direct at her. 
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‘Look, Guy, I’ve got to talk to you alone.’ 

The short dark eyelashes round his pale eyes helped to 
flicker* an amusement. His moutjji mellowed into a 
waiting, almost pl^emal sihilc. 

•‘All right, Louise. What is#t?’ 

‘No; not nfiw. Alone, Guy. Somewhere quiet.’ 

He looked puzzled. Tli^n sympathetic, soofhing: 

‘On the upper deck. To starboard — that’s tto the 
right. A minute or two to get rid of— er-j-Miss — ^you 
know ’ 

Louise climbed higher and went out into the air of the 
upper deck. Nothing between her and the starless dark 
sky. The tw6 fiiimcls loomed huge and disappeared ihto 
the darkness above like towers without end. Somcwlt;rc 
higher she saw a movement, light and vague, v’here the 
furious smoke poured up into the dark. The fresh salt 
wind slapped across against the ship’s speed, lights 
blinked on the distant coast, in between lay an unknown 
grave of deep black sea; on the deck itself the erect shapes 
of giant Ventilatofs stood about like faceless women in 
silent colloquy; somewhere above, the radar rotated its 
inquisitive vane; there was a sound of, waves. The whole 
great iron bulk and its complicated machine-growth 
impressed a sense of immense power as it drtivc through 
the water into die night; she felt awed, small and alone 
on the open deck, her hair dishevelled in die wind. 

She waited a quarter of an hour that scenitd like a 
half-hour, and a half-hour that grew to disgust her in its 
length — ^first to weaken her will, then in disgust to 
strengthen it — before Guy came up. 

^Hullo ther’. Sorry. I sary, you’ll be cold.’ 

‘Of course I’m cold.’ 

, ‘WeU — whaftis it?’ 

He stood squarely before her, feet astride against the 
lighdy rolliug deck. Half his face in light, half in dark, 
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he fboked the more powerful — ^like a man caught in a 
sudden searchlight. He was no longer smiling. 

Louise came sharply to her point. 

‘The point is/ she said quiflely and toldly, ‘that youVe 
tricked yourself aboard th^ ship, you’ve engineered o%ir- 
sclves togetlier again wten at last I had a clfencc to»make a 
ckan brc?k/ 

‘I h^id the ticket — I thought it’d be silly to wreck a good , 
holiday orw a mofne^t’s misunderstanding.’ 

‘It’s not a moment’s misunderstanding. I’m dead 
serious. I don’t want to sec you again. Ever. Since we’re 
on tliis ship for next three days, I obviously sh#ll. I 
just want to appeal to anything of a man* that’s left in 
y#u to keep away, keep away from me.’ 

‘Oh efbd . . . you girls!’ 

‘Will you?* 

‘You want me in fact to mess up these next few — 
what shall we say, working days? — with an artificial 
stiffness and then kiss and mdke up on our Sabbath, our 
day of rest?’ 

‘I mean nothing of the sort.’ 

‘Oh, Ludov — e^ — cal’ . . . 

Befbrc she knew he had got her in his arms. He pulled 
back her htfad and bit his lips down. She tried to wrench 
her head to one side, to give him the cold bone of a cheek — 
but his hand that held her head fastened round her hair 
and drifgged so diat it brought tears to her eyes and 
closed them with pain, and again his lips searching fougid 
hers that still she tried to keep tight-pressed but which 
now his strong' tongue forced slowly apart. With eyes 
open sha would have kept close to the impers^^nal 
sky, but now they closed themselves and in the dark she 
smelled cfcarer his familiar smell, h« was breathing hard 
with effort and the exact nature of this too she remem- 
bered well, all intimate the nature of his b^dy, and the 
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texture of his, and his only, touch ... so that all (hese 
semes known and once loved came to confuse and seduce 
her beyond the pain of anger and, the drag of hair — 
and, as though noV all trduble was over, she began to 
slip back, to yield hke a sleeper in his arms and blessedly 
succumbing t«. forget. And this'' she seemed .to do— but 
at a last resilient momen*' pnly in pretence, stvthat foB a 
^second only she relaxed, and felt with this hie grip 
loosen. With a quick twist she was out«ind panting back 
away from him. 

she looked behmd to see a dark corridor of escape 
between two great riveted deckworks. But Guy only 
stood there a* second recovering his senses as well as his 
breath, breathing hard alone there in the bright arcligbt, 
a dark figure against orange-painted steel — tjien he 
laughed, and with no word turned and walked at leisure 
away. 

she straightened herself. She stood for some minutes 
staring at the deck where he had stood — ^weakened by 
his touch*, still cedd inside with anger, but more than 
£ithei of these perplexed and frustrated diat she had not 
been able to convince him. Or — as the minutes *passed — 
had she? She began to beHevc that perhaps this Was so. 
She went down to her cabin and sat thercconvincing 
herself. She lay down on the bunk and tried to think 
what else she could do: wide awake, the same thoughts 
constantly recurred. 

^,An hour later she could bear the cabin no longer, 
she needed action — ^any sort of physical movement. She 
went up the outer companionway to the upper deck 
again, bathing her lungs in<the cold salt air, welcoming a 
freedom in the sound of the dark seas running below. 

She walked .xoufid the deck. And then suddenly 
stopped. There, in the exact place by those giant ventila- 
tors where puy had tried to kiss her, a slim figure in a 
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whit^ evening dress stood embraced in his arms. She 
turned away, thinking possibly that it might not have 
been him, knowing jt was. 


The next .day was Sunday, the ship sttil lay tn the 
.Channel, aijid under a pale s^Ang sky the sounds of 
Divine* Service drifted down from the lounge to the 
decks belo'v^. And»it drifted too into the cabin where at 
last, as she had need to, Louise gave the long story of her 
trouble and her separation to Madeleine. Madeleine 
equally had a need tn listen, and not without a certiin 
pleisurable excitement, though what murmurs of con- 
sol^on she made came from the heart. The tale was told 
in every^etail, but without melodrama. Louise had been 
so tired the night before, tired in body and weary in 
spirit, that unexpectedly she had slept long and wcU. 
,On waking, she had been worried that this might be 
some sign of insensibility: then she thought that if it was, 
then sq much the better. In any case, she felt Refreshed, 
and told her story in level tones, sometimes raising her’ 
voice in sliocked disapproval but never for long, so that 
it all sounded no more than a tale between women of 
neighbours and daily life. Yet these were no elderly 
gossipers, they were young and pretty women. 

Aloft in the main lounge, after the ship’s loud-speakers 
had announced the Service with a record of church bells, 
a full complement of passengers had assembled. Thero 
were as many young people as elderly, an amount of 
young people that normally one would not have drought 
to attend a*church service, bur that now stood and saAg 
with vigour and even without books the hymns that 
the flag-diUtpcd harmonium played. All these might 
regularly have been churchgoers: but this service had no 
feeling of a service in a granite church on land„there were 
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none of the musty smells of hymnal and pew — this 
scftvicc, with the ship coursing down the Channel, with 
light clouds seen flying^ high through the windows, 
with hearts facing the winds of salt adventure and 
perhaps a new life in far-off lands, this was a song of 
enterprise arill free spirit: and Its choral harmony, about 
which there was sometWg of the crusader and the ^ag, 
rose from full throats to invigorate the spring cair, the 
passing waves. 

Such sounds, as they drifted distantly down into the 
cabin, gave a background of militant purpose to Louise's 
tafi; — and unconsciously strengthened in Madeleine a 
resolution to stand by her cousin^in her trouble. Ncilher 
knew what Guy's next move would be, but botht>fclt 
more capable of averting it. And then, to gi^e further 
resonance to the moment and as if in symbol of the 
Sunday smell of roasting meat, the sounds of Divine 
Service were followed by a whiff of morning bouillon* 
and the tinkle of cups as the steward on the deck above 
served this froni his trolley. The two young women 
Tosi refreshed yet still thoughtful of an immanence of 
sorrow, arranged themselves, and went aloff for their 
elevenses. 

Guy was not seen until luncheon, and then only at a 
distance of several tables. The Prescotts and Louise had 
been placed at the Owen table — perhaps the steward had 
noticed them all talking together the night before. Tliis 
*was fortunate, the ordinary pleasantries with these new 
acquaintances took their minds off other things. Mr 
Owen showed few signs of trouble after the previous 
ifcht's drinking — ^he was Evidently used to it/ He listened 
affably to Major Prescott's description or Seville, apd 
only once did^liis wide-awake ears seem to droop and 
his mild kangaroo enquiry turn fierce — ^when Prescott 
mentioneci the canvas canopies which in summer the 
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Sevillians draw from housetop to housetop across the 
narrower streets. Mr Owen, manufacturer, thought that 
parasols should be quite good enough for anyoite, yes, 
of any creed or race you liked. This led him to explain 
how he and his large family — here he smiled coyly to- 
wards his wife and Mc?lly — were bound* for Australia 
tc^ stay foj a year with relaji^ns. It was to be a real 
sabbatical twelve-month after forty years, man and boy, 
in the family umbrella business. On the way they would 
stay a little in Spain, Egypt and Ceylon — changing 
boats at their leisure. It was to be quite a holiday — and 
especially a rc-t toi Mother and a view of the worldffor 
Mbllykins. 

50h Dads, you’re not to call me that. You promised.^ 

‘Proriises, piecrusts,’ put in Mrs Owen. ‘Eh — there’s 
tliat fork again!’ And to the dropped fork she snapped: 
‘You wicked thing, I know yon.* Mrs Owen talked as 
, much to things as to people. At home, at housework, 
she would be heard telling the sink what she thought of 
it or icbuking a mop; or admonishing a door: ‘Nefw 
you stay closed,' or asking the freshly polished stiver:* 
^Now wU feel all xhe better for that, don’t we?’ 

Mr Owen himself was a little lost without his office 
to go to. Tftne was heavy on his hands: though he had 
determined to keep his eyes open and perhaps pick up a 
notion or two from the stick-and-sunshade habits in 
these hotter climes. Now that Major Prescott had men- 
tioned Seville and this annual fair — that was a place they 
might all go to. Why not? 

Meanwhile Louise could not help taking now and then 
4 secret gUnce at the blondef daughter seated oppoSte 
her. MoU]^ was radiant, fresh and enjoying with un- 
assumed wonder everything — and •in ^her pale blue 
angora jumper dangerously exposed. This Louise noted 
with a certain shock — the two big breasts denied with 
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emphasis her 'wishful thought that Molly was ‘just a 
young slip of a girl.’ But even then Louise caught her- 
self— and saw how it was absurd to feel jealous since it 
was over between Guy and herself. She must control 
herself. And so she went ou% of her way to be sweet to 
Molly. Moll^ was at first cod in her young superior 
way — ^for she had rememhered Louise calling, Guy a'Way • 
fiom the bar — ^but later warmed, and warmed w'with a 
girl’s excited enthusiasm, to Louise’s overtures. She felt 
she had found a friend. Here was someone she could 
confide in. And, at die back of her mind, someone who 
cotJd tell her all about that attractive Guy Harrowby. 

While Louise had been glancing over Molly, 3nd 
while across the tables Molly had sometimes met»tche 
eyes and the smile of a faraway Guy — a third interchange 
of glances had been taking place. The dining saloon had 
become more familiar at this second session: it was like 
one’s second day at school, or in a strange tslBce or 
house or hotel — a lot that had been alarming and con- 
fillised had been 'digested on the previous night, and 
'already they might have been sitting in that saloon for 
days. So that it was all the clearer to I.ouise thav a yotmg 
man at the next table had been studying her persistendy 
throughout luncheon. His was by now not one of a 
hundred curious glances, but one by persistence defin- 
itely selected. Each time Louise happened to meet his 
eyes — mUd behind spectacles — ^he lowered them. His 
tottitude was recessive; so his general appearance. Quiedy 
dressed, •with a clean-jawed squarish face, he exhibited 
no emphatic feature, but seemed rather to have scrubbed 
elfcan each feature consciously to avoid emphasis: he 
was firmly good-looking but as firmly determined not to 
advertise it. Studk»us but suggesting action too; one 
might have thought him to be, say, a ci'vic architect. 

He was., This Louise discovered later that afternoon 
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duri^ lifeboat-drill. At five o’clock the gr«t sirens 
boomed their deep note out over an empty sea, empty 
corridors sprang ahve with alarm bells — and at leisure 
the passengers drifted into callins for their lifebelts and 
out to tlicit stations on d^k. No panic now: a little 
shamefaced laughter, a few muttered, curses — and. there 
th®y all w<5fe, in their groups, awkwardly collared with 
canvasjpd cork and messing about with strings and tapes. 
Vintage passengers stood about, quickly prepared, bored 
and superior. Family ‘parties screamed with laughter to 
see each other thus curiously clothed: some even pinched 
each other. B'’t L: fact a small miracle was at wqjrk: 
for*thesc new cork collars framed each face*in a kind of 
ruf]^ obliterating for *a brief and blessed moment ill- 
chosen qplours and textures of clothes, eliminating for 
once the inelegance of an assorted English crowd. Faces 
were isolated as with a uniform, they did not look so 
bad after all, they seemed on the whole good-looking. 

A good-looking face, thus collared, with very wWte 
teeth jmiling above a well-shaved chin, imerrupt»d 
Louise, who was in difficulty with her tape. 

‘Perhaps I could, help you?’ 

‘Oh — thank you!’ 

‘These things are a bit of a nuisance at first.’ 

‘I’m sure I’ll never get used to them.’ 

‘Let’s hope you don’t have to.’ 

And they both laughed, while he arranged the knots 
round her. An intimate process — she felt as if a strangle 
man were hooking up the back of her evening dress. 

‘There. All over.’ 

‘It’s vcr% kind of you.’ 

Only then’did she place him as the young man who had 
observed Hbr so intently at luncheoq, Hfr first impulse 
was to retire, but this was impossible wedged among the 
cork collars: however, there was nothing predatory in 

45 



A BED OF ROSES 

his manner, he could not in any case have choseh this 
particular lifeboat station to follow her, it was plainly 
his aUbcation; he was simply polite and though evidently 
an admirer seemed nervoVis and talked so fast that not 
only words but sentences stiynblcd over each other. 

‘These driVs are very necessary though. .It would be 
awful at night if there was panic. Don’t Ict’s^ think of^it. . 
Everyone looks a bit furmy, don’t you think? h didn’t 
sec you at dinner last night — don’t tell me ypu dropped 
in by helicopter or something?’ 

‘Not exactly. The steward just changed our table.’ 

;Mia!’ 

•Aha?’ 

He looked confused, caught out at saying too muclj^. 

‘I was just thinking how quickly your party i^jist have 
made new friends. And how fortunate — to do so.’ 

Ncr\'ously then, not knowing quite what each was 
meaning, they laughed. To clear the air Louise asked; 

‘You’re travelling alone, yourself?’ 

c'Yes.’ ” 

‘All the way . . . ?' 

‘No. I leave at Gibraltar. First stop.’^ 

‘So do we!’ 

‘Oh, how funny!’ 

‘Are you on holiday? Or . . . ?’ 

‘Oh, I’m just pottering aroimd between jobs. I want 
to see some of this Moorish stuff— the architecture I 
Qiean. I’m an architect myself.’ 

‘A sort of busman’s — ’ 

‘It always is, really. One can’t help it.’ 

i‘Wc’re going to the Fair at Seville.’ , 

‘Are you now? I’ve heard it’s a tremendous business — 
Spain at its moRt Sjjanish, at least partly — ’ 

Just then an officer arrived and shepherded them all 
into ranks.^ Women and children in front. At this, a 
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* firmly serious note, laughter and talk subsided— many 
must have heard in their ears a faint echo: ‘Nearer, 
my God, to Thee’. There followed a lecture by the 
officer who walked to and fro With an easy efficient step 
and who wore brown leather gloves that impressed the 
gravity of the occasion. 

I* was soon over. They began t<j disperse. But that new 
young qian showed no sims of ^oing — he began to chat 
again, so thaj they .were left alone sml in their collars of 
cork. He introduced Himself— Michael Carey — and told 
her how he had just completed a blix:k of flats for a 
newly developed I.omc-county township. Now he vj^s 
half^planning a further project, half-holidstying. Was 
MaJ^r Prescott her father? he asked. And so on. They 
enjoyed ^1 the exchange of material fact upon which 
new acquaintance so freely wheels before tlie more 
dangerous hills of character must be faced. 

But after some minutes Louise became conscious of 
ter lifebelt, and said she must leave to take it off. 

The ■^ords came out before he could control them: 

‘But you’re coming back?’ 

She looked at h^ startled. He saw diis, heard how 
urgent he must have sounded, and stammered: 

‘I meant — Ik do hope you’ll come up again and then 
we could — we could go on talking.’ He stiffened out of 
that and said formally: ‘Perliaps you’d have a drink with 
me? I’d b# most honoured.’ 

He looked so naive, so hopefully awkward, that « 
Louise felt a kind of gratitude. 

‘I’d love to,’ she said. 

‘Good! Sj^all we meet — ^where, here in five minutes^’ 

’Ten,’ she said. ‘It’ll take five to get out of this damn 
thffig.’ . 

He smiled at the ‘damn’, a concession of friendship. 
Louise turned and left. He found he had to go the same 
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way, felt awkward, and waited until she had^ gone ' 
sufficiently ahead. 


An hour later they were, still talking, leaning on the 
rail and watching the grey spring sea. The weather held, 
there was stiU a sky fading blue and spiall greyish 
clouds : but now in fhose wide reaches wljere the 
Channel became the Atlantic the ship was J)eginning to 
roll more heavily. 

They began by discussing the immediate life of the 
ship — that there was to be a dance on the following night, 
and how good the food was though it needed thcfsalt 
air to maintain an appetite, and how tonight an4, to- 
morrow the rough waters of the Bay of Bisc&^ must be 
faced. But Michael Carey soon turned the conversation 
to ask more about herself. 

She told him how her parents had died, how an Uncl^ 
who had been her guardian now took the pllte of her 
‘family’? and how she had worked as a private sf.cretary 
and^now employed herself from time to time on certain 
researches — ^she had spent the last fc^y months •on spade- 
work for a history of foreign settlement in London — 
though that didn’t mean she was a bluestocking — and 
so on. 

To all this Carey seemed to listen with unusual interest. 
Glancing up at his profile, noticing that studious yet 
kphysically active air, and reserve, and kindliness — she was 
reminded more of a Scandinavian than an Englishman. 
But, as she recounted her past Hfe, Louise remembered 
again those childish emblems that had ma^ed it and 
which Guy had destroyed — ^and the feeling of dull sorrow 
returned. Th^ m^ at her side was loolfing at her 
curiously: 

‘I’ve ne^er seen . . .* he began, then checked himself. 
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She only half-heard; and more from politeness than 
curiosity: ‘What? You’ve never seen . . . ?* 

‘I shouldn’t say ity- but, r\je never seen anyofte so 
young so sad. I mean so — ^remotely sad.’ 

He meant, it was plain, th#t he had never seen anyone 
he liked so yeung and so «ad. 

She laughed — and to avoi^*any depressive talk: 
‘YoungJ You’re being kind, Mr Carey. . . .’ 

‘Twenty-three, meijty-four?’ he said. She looked up 
at him and searched his face as she said: ‘Wrong. Twenty- 
six.’ She had neatly lopped one year off, more from 
habit than anything else. But she was pleased to notke 
his Surprise 

It»was the time for evening exercise. Behind them, 
as they l^t over the rail, passengers alone or in pairs 
sternly strode the long promenade deck. They walked 
briskly, weather-proof in their Biscay tweeds, as if for a 
coming walk on some inland heath. At each end of the 
deck, widiout pausing, they turned on tlieir heels and 
came inarching back: at these turns the joume^f looked 
'most preposterous of all, especially when only a single 
man, maithing as tliough in step with himself, turned 
about and stepped equally purposefully back. Louise and 
Carey tunied'and watched these, laughing, for a while: 
it was a relief after the endless flying sea, and with the 
roll and stagger of the ship the walkers, zigzagging, 
looked mbre comic than ever. 

Then Guy appeared, walking with a strange young - 
man. Louise turned to the sea — now, as always when she 
saw him, with a sickening in her stomach. So far, al- 
though as originally booked he had the next cabin 
hers, she had not met him that day: he had obviously 
scorned to appear at lifeboat drill. F«)r » while longer 
they talked, with Guy passing systematically at five- 
minute intervals. Fearful of a meeting, but a^ the same 
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time determined not to be put out, Louise looked from 
time to time at his receding figure. She bad no idea of 
bis fiiture intention: but be must have seen ber, so 
perhaps after all be bad decided to leave ber alone. At 
that thought, perversely, hfr heart sank. But once she 
misjudged— or was it perhapf- an unconscious desire? — 
and turned round to n’jeet liis eyes as he passed. He gavci 
her an amused wink and despite the matchstick between 
his teeth managed to form ms Hps into a whisding shape, 
plainly indicating the man at her side. In spite of herself 
she almost smiled. The ‘incorrigible’! But Michael had 
happened to catch the wink too. He asked quickly, 
defensively'or about to defend her: 

‘Friend of yours?’ 

For a moment she could say nothing — stafried by the 
excuse forming on her lips and the extraordinary sense 
of betrayal it evoked. But then smoothly spoke the 
betrayal — ^for what, wearily she thought, did it matter? 
Especially to this casually met young man? 

'• No-ii-tliat is yes. A friend of the family’s.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

He seemed to be reassured: but followed Guy’s 
receding back with distaste. 

Louise was not now so assured. She decided it was time 
to go down and dress. She brought the conversation to 
a close — they had been talking about the cities of Spain, 
of Andalusia — pulled her coat round her and s;sked: 

‘By the way — I never asked you — ^whereabouts, what 
town arc you making for?’ 

He looked startled, seemed for a moment to consider, 
tJien in an even voice said: 

‘Seville.’ 

She looked, up ?t liim with a laugh: '' 

‘Seville? You never mentioned it before!’ 

He only said: 
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‘No. No I didn’t.’ 


As night came on they rounded the Ushant light and 
Finistcrre. The ship heaved# and shook. At dinner the 
saloon was half empty. All-around in the darkness outside 
<hcrc was felf the presence of grj aK waves: the lights of a 
passing tramp, low-lying in the water, disappeared behind 
an unseen imoMntalfei pf black water only to reappear 
suddenly laigh up in what should have been the dark, 
nearly starless sky. 

One or two men — and among them Major Prescott^ 
weiit out ai.J la- i lied about the windy declcs, scanning 
the tiight and pronouncing with that grave air of stern 
seamanshi|) upon the ship’s course, upon the weather. 
Molly’s mother appeared in a dark pink plastic pixiehood, 
and her anxious middle-aged face went bobbing up and 
down the corridors, prepared for the worst but game to 
fight it, an aged fairy sea-swept from the woods. Mr 
Owen ttood up at the bar, muttering against Tier: tht 
pixiehood always symbolized for him dangerous new 
competition for tht umbrella industry, a plastic enemy 
of potentiality far greater even than tlie mackintosh, and 
whenever Mfs Owen wore hers — and she insisted on 
wearing it — there was not only dirty weather above but 
below in Mr Owen’s breast as well. ‘Look like a lot of 
cff-ells to*me,’ he grumbled. Now in the rough weather 
he drank more than usual, he drank against himself and 
as much again against tlie roll of the ship, which upset 
glass after glass as it was filled. 

Louise sa4 in the lounge with the Prcscotts. PurposeJy 
they all kept off the subject of Guy — and discussed with 
forced animation immediate plans £ot the day after to- 
morrow, when die ship was due at Gibraltar; it was 
decided that after a day or two’s shopping out the Rock 
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they would take a plane straight on to Seville. Prescott’s 
bhsincss at Jerez could wait, but the date of the Sevillian 
Fair itself was a fixed onq 

All this time Guy could be plainly seen through glass 
doors in a fiirther smaller lounge. He was sitting with 
Molly: they Seemed to talk from time to time, there were 
silences — ^the weather precluded them firom the outer 
decks, Guy must have been bored, Molly fn»strated. 
An air of frustration hung all about’ th'^' ship after the 
first excitements of rough weather. Even if one is not 
physically sick, rough weather brings its mental sickness: 
it ^is like weather of high vsnnd ashore, when the wind 
seems to get inside the head and fiirs the brain — but 
aboard ship the more so, everything falls about, e^'cry 
step taken is a nuisance, noises and commotiop- and dis- 
location weary the hours of a day and mght that seem 
endless. 

Louise excused herself early and went below to her 
cabin. There, free of the restraint of the Presebtts’ com- 
pany, an abrupt spite took hold of her at the pi''ture of 
Gui? and Molly kept in that lounge by the weather: 
‘Serve him damn well right, let it -blow, let* it pour.’ 
Then she sat down on the bunk with her head in her 
hands, ridding herself of such absurd aggtfcssion as if it 
were a headache. 

The cabin shook, the white-painted steel bulwarks 
creaked, a toothbrush rattled every few seconds in its 
glass. Again and again, mmute after minute, endlessly 
this itch of noise and movement — creaking, shaking, 
shivering, rattling and echoing, and then from outside 
iif the night suddenly the boom of a great wave striking 
the ship’s hull. Louise’s head began really to ache, she 
felt suddenly forlorn and hopeless, bruised physically 
by all this movement round her and wearied by her own 
resolution. Doubts began again. Was she, finally, sensible 
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to leave Guy? Surely it was an idiocy, against all nature, 
to force such a parting when she still felt — and there was 
little doubt of it — ^a gull of soigething like love? Did not 
women — so she had been taught, so she had read and 
felt — go through anything^ whatever the cost, to keep 
those men they loved? SThen she didn’t love Guy? A 
hairbrush c^me slithering off tlv table onto the carpet. 
She lefc it lie there. At times liow she felt young and 
hopeful, eagpr for <liejEuture: but at others, for she was at 
a middle age, twenty-seven, a seriousness and almost an 
oldness calmed her. It was then possible to envisage less 
passionately what would be best for her: at such times «he 
iclf like a muth*," , 'vith herself the child. 

rat’s-foot sound scrabbled across in the bulwark 
above: s|je listened, suddenly alert, but it seemed after 
all to be no more than the spattering of water. Only the 
cabin, tight-closed and bright-Ut around her. She covered 
,her eyes, and in the quieter greyncss her thoughts again 
went back to Guy ; with a feeling near to curiosity she 
wandeted up and down the images that remailied frotn 
their past life together. Back to the party where rfhey* 
first met^no mose than a party, expectant of nothing 
particular except that of course one can never go to a 
party, or anywhere for that matter, without the risk of 
life being altogether changed ... no flattery from him, 
an air mixed of compliment and contempt, formidable 
. . . ani thereafter their first year. One night she had 
decided — and it was a definite decision made by herself 
to herself, she stiU saw the dress in the mirror in which 
thoughtfully that decision had been made — to give her- 
self to hin\ in a kind of mix^ trust of him (why?) Aid 
ambition for him (how quite?) and with it a blessed 
reUef of alfandon — but was that pe^Jiap* a time of her 
life, a time even of the year? ... it was not possible to be 
certain. . . . 
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Thinking of that time she reached over for her bag 
and took from it a small pocket-case: and from that a 
letter^ furred at the edge^ much-r^d. The ship heaved, 
the wardrobe door swung suddenly open showing 
clothes quarrelling on hangers. She read: 

‘My darling, happinoss is a small word, you’ve made, 
happiness a small word. What has happened is sp much 
greater — ^all life, everything has becon*c mor;e important, 
as if these few acres of London were plunged in a new 
element, magnified, glorified, each small thing given a 
laxger presence — the fuchsia-pot on the ledge, a bar of 
soap in the' bathroom this morning, the sound of c!Ups 
from the kitchen, all such things shine with a new and 
magnificent being. How can I explain? “The /street has 
become a street!” Quite definitely. Oh my dear, how 
I love, love, love ’ 

I 

Louise looked up and a pain crossed her brow. That 
ktter haci come a month after. But a year later, when 
’ by ohance he saw it, he had laughed: ‘Not a bad effort, 
eh? I forget where I got it from. . . , Never known to 
fail.’ 

Even then she had kept the letter. 

Afterwards — a year, two years? — the decline. Or, 
more accurately, the full and familiar knowledge of him, 
of his alternating selfishness and goodness, the mements of 
goodness becoming less and her struggle to enlarge to 
herself such moments, for sometliing had to complement 
his lengthening moods of indifference and cruelty. 
He took less pleasure in actually hurting than in some 
kind of enforcement of his own presence and will: 
he was plainlyfa bjiUy, but a subtle one. He needed to 
rely on a victim: not admitting it, she offered herself— 
to the ext^t even of forcing herself from time to time 
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to flare up and fight back, a passive victim soon tires 
the bully. 

Now, after nearly four y^s, she was exhai&ted. 
It was too young at twenty-seven to be weary in any 
absolute sense, her resiliency could have carried her on 
for many years — ^but it w*s that exact age ’*dth its fore- 
«boding of t^ty, and the logical«need to settle her own 
future, jnrhi^ had also forced fins decision finally now 
to leave hiip. Sh» had left him many times before — 
over some series of studied insxilts, over some rather too 
public affair with another woman — but she had always 
come back. Tliis time she felt differently. 

Aid as these :lionghts recurred she took* that letter, 
perl^ps the most prized souvenir of her sentiments, 
between J^er hands and firmly, slowly tore it in half. 
She folded the two halves together and tore it into 
quarters. She was looking down at it with curiosity, as 
jf diis object in her hands was something quite unknown, 
and folded the quarters on top of one another She began 
again tp tear — but it was not easy. She scarcely Ijotherdl 
to try any harder, and dropped the letter, scattering its 
pieces into the wastepaper basket. 

Just then, from the passage outside, from that slippery 
lurching plat^ of cabin doors and bathroom doors and 
small curtained pantries where stewards breezed their 
slamming errands and shapes of passengers fumbled 
with their doors— just then a sudden commotion of 
footsteps, a door slammed near and viciously, a woman’s 
voice raised firmly: 

‘I heard you. I heard you. There! You won’t do that 
again. Disturbing people’s rest and quiet!’ 

It was Mrs Owen rebuking a swinging door. Then 
Louise’s dotir suddenly opened and,Mr» Owen herself 
came backing in, carefully closing it. She turned and 
saw Louise. 
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‘Oh!* 

. For a moment her eyes opened wide with shock at 
this intruder sitting on ^er bunk— before she saw her 
mistake. 

‘Oh — rm so sorry. Oh J am sorry Aliss Abbott. It 
was tliat doQr, you see.’ » 

Louise sniiled; ‘Pleads don’t worry. One^ does get sot 
mixed up — all these cabins — ' 

‘And diis dreadful storm! It’s what I ca]J a real cross 
for us to bear, isn’t it? I don’t know when the night’ll 
be over.’ 

r‘It IS upsetting.’ 

‘And my Molly and her Dad all over the ship, I don’t 
know where they are from one minute to the next.^ut 
I’m not one to blame them on a night like'^jthis. And 
Dad’s come down now, thank God.’ 

‘The best thing is to try hard to get some sleep.' 

‘Yes I’ll try to get off. Though where that Molly is ^ 
don’t know.’ 

‘Oh, lie’ll be — \ Louise stopped herself just \n time. 
Thqii with a lutch and a goodnight — ‘if you can call it a 
gooJ night’ — ^Mrs Owen bustled busily off. 

‘Blast her,’ Louise said, again confronted with the 
vision of MoUy and Guy. ‘No, I didn’t metm that.’ 

Impatient with herself, she quickly undressed and 
turned off the light. For some minutes, listening to all 
the night noises grown larger in the dark, she turned and 
vStretched restlessly in the bunk. 

She turned the light on again and sat up, stretching a 
hand to the wastepaper basket. There, from among the 
Hide balls of cotton-wool* smeared with Up-ijjuge and a 
toothpaste carton and the pips and skins of grapes, her 
fingers pickcd»out^the pieces of Guy’s Ictda*. She put 
them carefully back in her bag and turned out the Hght. 

Throughout the night she tossed and turned, sleeping 
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a little, thoi waking and wondering where she was, 
fearful sometimes that the ship wouldn’t stand sach 
heavy seas — ^and alhthrough in both her dreams fiid her 
waking moments the pictured moments of her life 
with Guy loomed uneasijy, as if almost in accusation, 
through her troubled conscience. 

Towarc^ morning she fell finally asleep. 
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T he next day the ship sailed into sunlight. And by the 
afternoon; with Vigo past and the Portuguese coast 
to port, with strong sak sunlight stinging yhite skins 
and the Adamic swell a deep bright royal blue,# deck- 
chairs were out and the ship transformed frovi tweed to 
silk and sportive cotton. Women wlio had the day before 
presented themselves fearfully to their fcUow-passengers 
in new travelhng clothes now went through it again with 
shorts and rompers: men appeared stripped of their suited 
armour, a hairy gym-team smoking savage indifference 
and stiflf-legged as terriers, or bouncmg wi{h near- 
maidenly joy. 

Everybody now felt that a line was crossed, tliat Eng- 
land was left behind, that the adventure was truly 
entered upon. There was the anticipation too,*tliat dus 
eitening i^ould herald die first Ship’s Dance. Anticipation 
"enthused the air. 

Louise had woken tired and unhappy: but later she 
had had a long talk with Madeleine, recapitulating in 
detail all her doubts and the anguish of the king, rollmg 
night. Though finally a decision must be made by her- 
self, there was always deeply the need to speak and share 
the affair with somebody else. She told Madelcuit cvery- 
•diing — except about Molly. Madeleine, of course, was 
not unaware of the beginnings of this new flirtation of 
Guy’s — it had hardly been liidden — but she too ignored 
it: •chose two women were' as friendly as that. # 

Her talk agam had the effect of bolstering Louise’s 
resolution. Madcleipe knew well that Guy vhs a danger 
to her cousin’s future and said all she could, carefully, 
against hitq. So that in the afternoon, when Louise saw 
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Guy for a moment in the swimming pool, diving 
with grace and with infectious high spirits, taking the 
lead and stimulating all the Qthers in that land-lftcked, 
lockcr-circlcd bath of blue tiles from which no sea 
could be seen — ^when she ^aw him she was able quite 
calmly to turn away and continue her wjjk round the 
decks. 

But^ot so that evening. 

After diiyier, just before the dance began, the young 
man Michael Carey sought out Louise and took her along 
for a drink. People seemed prematurely gay. As they 
Mproached, sounds of singing echoed from the white 
oobrs of th^ jN^^Nonian bar. A male voice lurching and 
drawling, over and over, the single phrase: 

‘Flore^ — this gallant ship-ahoy.' 

It was the youngster — a boy of perhaps eighteen — 
with whom Guy had walked the decks the day before. 

, Guy was with him, amused by the fact that the boy was 
drunk, and ordering him more drinks. 

Louise chose a table as far away as possible but that 
was not far. The boy's voice filled the bar. Tl®reat'* 
rcsoimdcd with deep drunken gravity followed by ‘this 
gallant shi-hip-ahoy* scrambled to a tune something like 
Sweet Lavettder. The boy’s hair was ruffled over his eyes, 
his mouth was drooling wide, his eyes half-closed — ^yet 
he was one of those who had not yet learned to walk 
stiff-legged, he balanced on his toes with bent knees in a 

f jawkish adolescent movement, so that when now he** 
urched it was with a strange daintiness. Guy kept calling 
him ‘old boy’, patting him on the shoulder, asking for 
anodier rqiusing chorus, pressing more beer on him.^de 
affected a facetious joviality. ‘One for the Road’ became 
‘t)ne for <5 Deck’, ‘now One for P I>xk’ and so on. 
Others in the bar had turned their backs, but now and 
then looked round with disapproval. 
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‘That's the fellow who’s a fnend of yours, isn’t it?’ 
Michael Carey said. 

‘Vaguely.’ But now sha felt no sense of disloyalty in 
this second denial: she sat there simply ashamed of him. 

‘It’s not fair on the kid. What’s he want to do it for?’ 

‘Floreat — ^flor-e-at . . . this S.S. ship-ahoy \ . .’ the boy 
sang. 

A man standing near ^suddenly turned to Gvy. He 
spoke quietly with a Yorkshire accpitr 

‘Don’t you think you’d better steady him up? Lad’s 
had a bit too much.’ 

Guy cocked an eye and turned quickly to the boy: 

‘Gentlem^i here says you’ve had too much. What 
about that, eh?’ 

The boy stopped singing and lurched forward- making 
his face ferocious. 

‘Wha’s ’at?’ 

‘Says you’re drunk — ^this chap.’ , 

‘Who’s’t says I’m drunk? Who’s got thS blasted 
cheek ..!'?’. 

' The Yorkshireman said quietly: ‘I never said that. I 
said perhaps you oughm’t to take q’jite so much — ^for 
your own good, lad.’ 

‘Ee,’ said the boy, chin forward, in a mock North- 
Country accent, ‘Ee — aa cum fra’ Yorkshire.’ 

‘Take it easy now, lad.’ 

Guy said to the boy quietly: ‘Dnmk eh? Are you going 
4:o stand for that?’ And he stood baek to let them face 
each other more easily. 

‘Stand for dam’ aU fra’ bloody Yorkshire bloody pud,’ 
thfJ boy smttered. 

The Yorkshireman noticed Guy’s movement — ^it was 
a plain invitatioa to the boy to fight — ^looked at him dis- 
gusted and turned his back. 

The boy started forward, stretching clumsily at the 
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sleeve of the Yorkshircman’s dinner jacket. But before be 
could touch him, Louise had risen and crossed over Ito 
step quickly in between — as faK as anyone could see^about 
to buy a drink. Once there she pretended to see Guy for 
the first time and cried brigfitly: 

*Why, Guy! If it isn’t you I* 

For a second Guy was startled to see her there, and so 
broadly smiling. Then he saw me kind of smile it was. 
He raised his eyebrows very liigh. 

T thought,’ he said loudly, ‘that we were no longer on 
speaking terms.’ 

She tossed her head back, laugliing in a long sftrch 
triM. ‘Oh, Gay you silly j^oase! Now you’re coming rig/it 
ovgr here with me to have a nice long drink.’ 

‘I hapgpn to be having a nice long drink here.' 

The boy, standing there now purposeless, began to 
say: ‘I say . . .’ 

But Louise turned and gave him such a long conspiring 
smile, offering intimately all the attraction of her woman’s 
face, that he only stammered: ‘Oh, I say . . . oB, I do s&y 
. . . yes . . .’ and fell silent in wonder. 

Meanwhile she Jiad linked her arm in Guy’s and was 
pulling him away from the bar. Too absurd for him to 
resist, too idiotic a mg-of-war — so she got him a few 
paces away from the bar. But then he did resist, he 
stopped dead and bent his head forward now sure of 
himselfr 

‘Look, my Louise, you asked me to leave you alone. * 
That I’ve done. Please for the love of God and my own 
peace of mind accord me the same pleasure. I’m trying 
to enjoy this little excursion.*^ 

Away from the bar, she needed to laugh no longer, 
“then for lieaven’s sake behave youiiself.^ 

‘I think I paid my own passage. That should entitle 
me to a little fun.’ 
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‘Fun?’ She took a breath and said in a sudden, quieter, 
unhappy voice: ‘I’m ashamed of you.’ 

'FlSreat . . .’ came again (behind them. The Yorkshire- 
man, at least, was forgotten. 

Guy smiled broadly: , 

‘But why should you be asliamed? What has it got 
to do with you any more?’ , 

‘Oh . . .’ Louise tumeef away. What indeed had she to 
do with him? ‘I don’t suppose it matters, nq ’ she began 
— ^when a single sudden groan, a sob came from behind. 

The boy was standing speeclUess and white, swaying, 
his*eycs wide with surprise — as if he had been hit from 
behind. On^ hand, like a doll’s hand moving indepehd- 
ently, went up towards liis mouth. But before it reached 
the first glue of vomit shot out in a wide stream spattering 
everywhere. 

Little cries of ‘Oh!’ as trading taffetta skirts received 
their share — and the boy stepped back in horror, clapping , 
both hands to Iris mouth and reacliing down and thus 
oflly further spreading what next came up. . 

' Now people had moved back making a circle in which 
he stood like a man somehow bent doing a trick. The 
audience seemed not so much interested in him as in 
their trousers and skirts, they stood in all positions con- 
torted down and round. Words came, some as always 
were there to mutter ‘disgusting’ — but others knew and 
said ‘poor chap’. From somewhere behind a girl’s voice 
^sobbed: ‘And it was Mummy’s wedding dress.’ 

Guy stood back, laughing quietly. 

Then that Yorkshireman came forward, put his hand 
rohnd the boy’s shoulder, patted it drawing the bojr 
away towards the door: ‘That’s all right, lad. Don’t 
take on, it happkns to the best of us.’ *" 

The boy let liinuelf be led, leant on the Yorkshireman 
as on a father. Now after the first physical sho^k. a 
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desperate white shame shivered him and his face worked 
as if it wanted to cry. He looked up and wanly recognized 
the man holding him. His shame paled aceper^s he 
remembered how he had mocked. 

‘Oh, it’s you . . .’ he moaaied. But he leant closer and 
must have felt in the darkness of this protective arm such 
> thankfulness that even as his sh«imc deepened it would 
have disappeared, sunk in that* other man’s harbouring 
body. 

‘Take him down to Iiis namiy for a clean nappy,’ a 
voice called above the others. Guy’s. He turned back to 
the bar, tall and bored, washing Iiis hands of the whole 
afhiir. But the boy never heard, they were oui*through the 
door, and a steward was already at the floor with a mop. 

‘This Ijpm! It’ll never come out,’ a hen’s voice some- 
where peeked. ‘Oh, that disgusting boy!’ 

‘Easy now, Violet. Who was seedy all over our cabin 
^last night?’ a husband’s voice said in fairness and ex- 
asperation. 

‘Thi^ was the ship, you know I can nevef help It! 
But this — tliis is just self-indulgence.’ 

Guy’s voice brpke in tersely: ‘And wasn’t it self- 
indulgence for you to come aboard the sliip at all — 
knowing yoft’d sick up?’ 

]Oh!’ 

‘And since you knew it and the boy didn’t, you don’t 
come oiF so well, ma’ant.’ 

‘Ohl’ 

‘I say, young fellow — that’s my wife you’re talking to.’ 

‘I can’t congratulate you.’ 

He tumgd and left the bar.* 

Over at their table Carey did not know what to say, 
ahd said: ‘I didn’t know you knew l^n so well.’ 

She looked so upset, her face struggling so for com- 
posure, that he murmured quickly: ‘Don’t wprry, please 
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don’t say anything. . . And placed his hand over hers 
in- consolation. 

She i&lt his hand long after it wasjthcre, and looked up 
puzzled at his face leaning in such close sympathy towards 
her. Suddenly she wanted to pour out everything — ^and 
nearly did. o 

‘He’s — A nuisance,’ sh,e said coolly, ‘he’s a dose friend 
and one tries to do one’s best about it. But there — ^you 
see?’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ He began, awkwardly, to withdraw his 
hand. She felt immediately guilty, and somehow gave 
th»hand a Hght dasp. And brightly: ‘Let’s go and dance!’ 

Between i’ounges lay an open space where now, on a 
dais draped with flags, a small band played. These five 
musidans looked discomforted. They were mo;:c used to 
the palm-lounge fiddle, and now they gave playful httle 
smiles and sometimes small cries of abandon to ‘pep 
up’ the naive jerky rhythm that was all tlwy could 
manage. Before them the dancers circled — ^men stiff in 
dinner jackets grown too small, and women mostly 
‘middle-aged, their hair set severely in the shingle of 
more formative days, their daughters gowned in safe 
organdie to suit the eye of nice autliority. 

"When the band smoothed easily into a dow waltz — 
it was Destiny — they all felt easier: but then a samba 
played, half-emptied the floor, and bodi musicians and 
dancers set their teeth again. However, all thiy was to 
' mellow as the evening wore on, soon the floor would be 
laughing and quite gay: and those who were now gener- 
ally firowned upon — the exceptional woman in too 
d&oUetde or too chic a dress, the man too,, suave and 
unembarrassed — -were to be accepted with open smiles, 
and finally all woi^d go to bed confirmii^ this indeed 
to have been a jolly evening. 

Meanwlyle me sea, by no means rough, maintained 
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its even swell: the floor angled slowly from side to side, 
one moment up, the next down, so that dancers had tD 
dance on the edges of their feet to keep vertical. ®ne- 
two-three, onc-two-tfirec drawled the waltz in circular 
rhythm, and at every sixth beat the whole flat board of 
the dance-floor swung monotonously o verson its side, 
^et this very sensation, bearing j^vith it some of the in- 
security of a skating rink, itscL* added to the growing 
convividity the evening. 

To see Owen, hinisclf for other reasons unsteady, 
paddling with flapping cars and sawing left arm his good 
lady across siirli a floor! 

see Molly enter in her white dress, skin flushed 
frorn the outside deck, followed by the hard, tall shape of 
Gu^ That' dress threw forward more than ever the two 
full-grown breasts site bore before her; beneath her 
youthful face these looked like two great blossoms grown 
jlierc suddenly she knew not how, blissful tumours 
resignedly nurtured which henceforth, jutting forward 
before Ijcr, were fated to carry her to destinies uftknowrA 
And just now would be crushed hard as the ship reeled 
them against Guy’s .stiff sliirt. 

To see Prescott glaring at the floor’s edge! Feet astride, 
hands in pockets, rolling like a true sailor, blazing tufted 
eyes everywhere to approve everything in order, ship- 
shape! And Madeleine beside him, standing quite easily 
without rolling, chatting to die ship’s surgeon — but to 
these two now Louise and Michael Carey came on their 
way to dance. 

‘Hello!’ Madeleine cried, her voice to Louise, her eyes 
on Carey, ‘^o there you arc !’ 

‘It does seem so. But I don’t think you know Mr Carey?’ 

Madclcinc*glittered as she took Carey’s* hand. ‘I think 
I’ve seen you with Louise before.’ sCc took him like a 
determined hostess, welcoming him in two sentences 
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and taking him to her heart in a third. And in a fourth: 
‘But now I suppose you’d like to dance?’ 

Citey smiled nervously: *WcU actually I’d asked — ’ 
He pointed to Louise. 

‘But that’s what I meant.’ Madeleine laughed. That 
was indeed what she meant, and now as Carey took 
Louise onto the floor, she sighed. 

‘Oh, if only . . .’ ” 

‘If only what?’ her husband grunted. 

‘You know perfectly well. Shipboard romance. A 
solution. New life.’ 

"And goodbye to Guy? Nonsense, they’ve been to- 
gether too long.’ 

‘But she’s really making a go of it this time. She’s 
through. And now if only this Carey . . . with rhis Carey 
to help it on . . . it’s so much easier when you’ve got a 
second string about — ’ 

‘Oh come, Louise’s a nice kind of—’ 

‘Nice girls are women too.’ 

* Major 'Prestott looked away with the injured expres- 
^ sion. of a man to whom the great conception ‘women’ 
had been suggested. He was not havi’ig any of that. 


Molly stood with Guy against the rail of the upper 
deck. A warm southern wind fanned quietness into the 
moment, it fingered and fluttered her dress paie in the 
half-light. Guy stood by in silence, waiting for the night 
to work its magic. 

Some way out lights appeared, and then the dark shape 
of a ship. It was a tankei*, low-lying like a dong insect 
with two bodies far apart, its thin middle drowned in 
the swell. Aboard seamen must have watcHcd the great 
liner move like a phantom palace across their same sea. 
They woqld think of the comfortable quarters aboard 
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’ her, of the food and glittering silver — ^and envy and 
despise them. 

Guy watched for a moment, then leant towards her 
and whispered the word that meant more than all other 
endearment, her name: 

‘Molly.’ 

Her hair ^moved closer to him; he put liis hand 
undernQgth her arm. Yet he? voice came suddenly 
surprised: 

‘Yes Guy?’ 

‘Molly, I want to say something to you — Molly, you 
sec Molly, yc-i somehow . . .’ 

Molly knew the rijlcs. Her voice came clear and 
cyn^al. ‘I know — I’m different' 

‘No. T^jat’s just it. You’re not at all different.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘You’re exactly, but most exactly the same.’ 

‘Well! The same as who may I ask?’ 

Lovely in the half-light her pretty pug-face tilted back 
from him, round eyes startled, creases of enquiry ridging 
her forehead. Guy leaned closer, he made a refugh * 
honied voice: 

‘You’re the same. You’ve got hair’ — he touched it 
lightly — ‘and* eyes’ — liis fingertips blessed them— ‘and a 
nose, cars, cheeks, a mouth, neck . . .’ over each part he 
caused his finger, and his own eyes frowned in the half- 
ight not looking into hers but peering at these parts of 
icr, so that she was mystified, and then uneasy to know 
if they looked as they should. 

‘YouVe got all those same things — that’s just it — but 
now at thi» moment Molly ybu alone here on this deck 
are all die hair, eyes, moudi of all wo7.'en in all the 
world, you^rc everybody rolled info cJne, you alone 
Molly are every girl in the world and diat makes you 
the one, the only one . . 
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‘You’re — crazy. . . But her voice was trembling, at a 
Ibss, already lost. 

Hfi voice grew stronger: ‘You ajone . . . Molly . . . 
you . . . your . . .’ 

His eyes stopped at her bosom, his voice cut itself 
short, he pretended torment, m pain he raised his eyes 
to look straight with lost smeenty into hers. 

‘Molly,’ he said low, aSid took her in his arms. Slowly, 
longingly they bssed. Her hands that Ind begun to 
resist him palms flat on his chest* snaked out fingers to 
grip lapels, then wound themselves up and round his 
neek. He pressed forward, and once on her higli heels 
bent back Hie staggered. Then suddenly he let her 'go, 
grasping only her hand on which she ss^ung batk. 

‘Molly, Molly ... !’ as if he could bear it no longer. 
‘For God’s sake— it’s too much — let’s go and dance.’ 

‘Oh Guy!’ But she was being pulled away. And then 
breathlessly, ‘Guy — my face!’ 

He hardly paused while with one hand she dabbed her 
fice. He Vas hot going to give her time to think. .. 


Down on the dance-floor the air had grown more 
lively. Young couples no longer looked upOn the rolling 
parquet as an affliction bravely to be ignored, but now 
used It openly as a slide, crying from time to time 
‘whoops’. Older gentlemen laughingly introduced fancy 
side-steps, threw their parmers away and banged them 
back with all the abandon of upper middle-age. and their 
partners pranced and slid and roared with laughter. Even 
thfe bani smen mopped their brows. 

Outside, beyond the pink-faced women and red-faced 
men, beyond tifc dipner jackets and the bobbihg organdie, 
lay the dark sea and somewhere off in the night, unseen, 
the last o^ the Portuguese eoast, along wluch the great 
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liner, a leviathan unconscious of this inquiline dance on 
its back, relentlessly thudded its course. 

Louise and Carey* were dancing together. He* had 
not for a moment tried to hide his wish to monopolize 
her. They had danced scvc^il times: once or twice she 
had thought ‘it better tb interrupt such •an obvious 
•sequence — and indeed had experienced a secret pleasure, 
not too%casiry admitted, in keeping this Michael Carey 
waiting. Onrt she^had had to surrender herself to the 
arms of Mr Owen — already known as Owen the Um- 
brella — who was well away and effected a clear passage 
through the r^tl.cr couples by means, a little exhausting, 
of s*awing upwards and downwards that extended left 
arm^of his^ 

And shg had waltzed with Prescott, who pirouetted 
nervously on his toes and continually glanced over his 
shoulder, over both shoulders, to steer his fragile charge 
bumpless through the circling throng. In this he had 
blundered only once: he had asked her, rnost^nonchal- 
antly, about Carey. Louise had told him who, roughly, 
Carey was — and added that he too was due for Seville. 
The Major had jim been able to swallow a whistle of 
approbation. It was then they had bumped. 

But now ffoiiise and Carey were dancing again, and 
when the music stopped he suggested a stroll out in the 
night’s fresh air. They climbed high up to that same top 
deck whbre there was no canopy and only the wide dark 
sky above. Here and there lights illuminated the statuary 
of great funnels and cowled ventilators— but the deck 
stretched wide on either side, broad here across the whole 
upper ship, •and looked with*its quoits-marking like a 
dqsertcd pla^^round. In all that space in th ' empty night 
wind they were alone. 

But: ‘Ghosts!’ Michael said. 

She glanced quickly along to where he wgs looking. 
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In the shadows by the rail, between boat davits, a‘ 
bale figure swayed lightly with what seemed to 
be iCis dark shadow. And fimher on another, and then 
another. The shadows of the vcntUators became alive 
with people, the deserted ^eck was after all busy "with 
a strange night-life of darknesB-loving moths, moondeck 
romancers. ^ 

‘We should have taken a ticket,’ Michael laughed, , 
awkwardly. 

Careful to pretend to notice no one, they strolled 
towards the bows of the ship. 

«She took his arm — then instantly regretted it. His own 
had tautenSd at her touch: she remembered how tfmeh 
the casually given can mean to tkose longing to recpve. 
A face appeared from childhood, the high white face of 
a strange lady wearing a featliered hat, tlie feathers 
lapped round her chin. How she had longed for a kiss from 
that face! And what joy when — casually at tea one day-j- 
it was given! And dien with Guy . . . but she blotted 
Rim outf 

‘That was a deep sigh.’ 

Michael’s head, dark in the half-Hght, was bent down a 
little. She was shocked: Heavens, here am I sympathizing 
with him and ending up by pitying myi'clf. . . And 
without thinking, simply to get back to him from her 
wandering self, she drew his arm a little tighter. 

The front end of the deck, above the bows,» took the 
full impact of the wind. The moth-life of lovers ended, 
and they were alone. The wind blew mostly from the 
ship’s passage, it was an impact of air. Above, in now a 
d^emib'e starlight, black douds hung dcadstill on the 
sky, long-winged like a hovering of giant birds of prey. 
Yet down bel(Sw qju that midget ship they ftood in what 
seemed a gale of wind. 

‘Spanish douds,’ Michad said loud against the wind. 
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‘They’re always there. None of your Italian serenities. 
God, how I’m longing to show you — ’ 

‘To show meV 

‘I was forgetting myself. I meant, "How I’d love to 
show it all to you.” ’ 

‘That’s very sweet ofi you,’ she shoutgd. ‘But you 

• haven’t told me — what are yo'jr plans, where are you 
going?^ 

They clu]^ to the rail, the scudding dark air tore at 
their hair and dicir clothes. For a moment he said nothing, 
seemed only to be studying the black line of the mast as 
lightly it swii-’g against the sky; and strangely the mast 
looked steady, it was^the sky and stars thil seemed to 
reel 

‘You’r^ staying on the Rock some days?’ 

She mouthed the words at him: ‘I think four.’ 

He paused, then shouted back: ‘So am I!’ 

Another silence. Music blew up suddenly from below 
as a door opened, then shut. He shouted again: 

‘When are you going to Seville, before or after Jerei?* 

‘Straight from Gibraltar.’ 

‘So’ml!’ 

She laughed. ‘W-ell, it does seem we’re going to be 
together a bit.’ 

‘Yes,’ he shouted — and turned his attention casually 
enough to the sky again. He seemed not at all perturbed. 
Matters^ were simply comfortably settled — that was 
enough. 

They were quite alone. But he made no move to put 
his arm round her, or do anything else that might in 

• the circuni^tances have been Expected. He seemed sinft>ly 
satisfied to be by her side. 

* ‘But woifldn’t I be a somewhat — -^hat did you say? — 
sad companion^’ she mouthed through the wind, through 
hair that blew across her face. 
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‘You?’ 

‘You said — the other day — ^how sad I looked. You 
mightn’t like — * 

He turned and looking straight down at her yelled: 
‘I like you better than ai^yone I’ve ever met in my 
life.’ 

She had raised her hand a few inches in, a gesture of 
refusal — and now it huftg there without purpose like a 
small paw. Instinctively she had thought* v)f Guy. But 
now there was, of course, no Guy. There was no particular 
reason why she should not now allow this man, should 
htf wish it, to take her in his arms. No reason against it. 
But a reason for it? His words ?till echoed m her fears, 
she peered up at him suddenly curious. He had mad^ his 
declaration, he had become somebody to bq reckoned 
with. There he was. 

But he made no move: and she looking up at him felt 
simply disconcerted. This was new. Here wasr a man, hit 
dark dinner suit outlined against the paler sky, his shirt 
white in some filtering light from a porthole above, 
his face gravely adoring and his hair alive in the wind. 
Why should she not kiss this man?«She felt suddenly, 
and simply, and deeply, curious. She took a step for- 
ward — extending into an arm that puny’s paw of 
indecision. 

But then stopped. It was impossible. He stood there so 
gravely courteous, so quietly containing his de^tion. 

She reached forward for his hand: 

‘Let’s go and dance.’ 

On the way down, piloting her confusion to the safety 
of the d.nce-floor, she whndcred suddenly: /Was it the 
wind? Would he otherwise have stammered those 
words? Or wefe tlvy not difficult — but in Aat case why 
didn’t he sound presumpmous, as another man might do? 
It then occurred to her: ‘Perhaps, after all, my own false 
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feelings were doubly deceiving — ^perhaps I really did wa^t 
to kiss him/ 


The dance ended, last prinks were drunk and the 
passengers drifted tired tef bed. 

i Down in^ her cabin Louise undressed. It was warm. 
Warm^ir came in through the^open porthole, the sound 
of the shipVwaktf echoed below like surf. Remaining 
naked, she reached for a cigarette. Then drew back her 
hand — it was better not, better to sleep with clear lungs. 
That left hcri luir to brush: and her face tj clean. She 
sat*down at the dressing-table — then glanced over at 
thegdoor. Jt was safely locked. 

It was natural that the image of this new Michael 
Carey kept returning. What became unnatural was the 
image itsclf—his very ease made her uneasy, whatever lay 
•between them in the future seemed to him so easily 
settled, as though for his part he had years to wait. 

She 4)rushed her hair hard so that it stood out aU 
round her face in a wild way. Looking at herself in the ‘ 
mirror, looking at* the long dark blue eyes, at pale skit; 
beginning to freckle in the new sun, at blue-black hair, 
she said alou^: ‘Damned colleen.’ Then repeated it in a 
brogue, while her mind saw other faces that privately 
sometimes she would have preferred. A green-eyed, 
slant-e^d phthisic auburn — blue veins on the breast, a 
dress frilled with the lilac of dead romance? 

But would one really exchange one’s face for another? 
Louise considered this carefully. She studied agatn^as 
every day •f her life, that well-lmown face of her own — 
always a kind of mystery, an unsolved p- oblcm, some- 
thing not Settled satisfactorily. Eyebr&ws — feathered, 
and as somebody had once said like mothwings, arching 
at the ends, but one arch higher than the other. Could 
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be right? The mole, well-placed. But a little too 
lar^? One could never be sure. And then that mouth, 
smu&g to one side — ^it looked sly, and yet she felt not at 
all sly. This mouth, unhappily, she deplored. If only it 
would balance. She bare^ her teeth in the mirror, 
trying to snyle levelly. It felt hopeless, she- looked like a 
grinning actress. Yet this mouth, widi its sly but in some^ 
way appeahngly hurt locfe, was what a great nianjj people 
most liked about her. She pouted at it. Yov-would one 
finally exchange it? The answer was obviously no. 
Pleasant to change for a bit, but to lose one’s face, one’s 
identity — im . She began brushing her hair straight, her 
mouth smiled at die successful conclusion of this litde 
argument. Tm— feeling— rather— pleased— with-mysel^-to- 
night,’ she muttered to the brush strokes. ,‘And that 
wasn’t on the programme at all.’ 

Then there came voices out in the corridor. A girl 
giggling, a man chucklir^ out some sort of joke. Shf 
held the brush, listening. The door of the cabin next 
door clicxed open. Guy’s cabin, Guy’s voice. Molly’s. 

She caught one phrase: ‘I had them put it on ice. . . .’ 

Then like a secret the door clicked shut. 

Louise stayed stockstill, the brush still poised above 
her head. But the ship was made of heavy Siccl, no sound 
whatever came tlirough the partition. A sense of dreadful 
compartment, of being in a steel box packed against 
another steel box, inhumanly cocooned, came over her. 
Ice meant champagne. And the closed door? She realized 
her nakedness with sudden shock and went to the door 
for a dressing-gown. 

She siood not knowing'what to do. Or even where to 
look. Her eyes kept glancing at that dividing wall: the 
cabin was small, the dividing wall became 'nuge and the 
others shrank to nothing. She went over to the bed, 
above wl^ch the porthole lay open. For a breath of air? 
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But perhaps to listen — the sea-wind might throw ba^ 
something from next door? She caught at herself: 
‘Nothing to do with me — nothing* But then: ‘Nexf door 
. . • how could he . . / She felt suddenly hurt, small, lost 
— and into the bargain jjjti eavesdropper, clumsily a 
trespasser. ^ 

She looked round her. Taps, rivets, gipes, mirrors, 
panellij^g, curtains stared back at her, growing in 
presence. fiJA the* room pressed closer. But there was 
simply nothing to do. She got up and began walking 
to and fro — absurd in such a small space. ‘My God, she*s 
only a kiJ. .'>'ie’s probably half-drunk ^ready. She 
dofisn’t know her owp mind — my heaven, 1*11 help the 
littlp bitch . . and she was already patting her hair 
straiglit i^ the mirror, planning to go next door, pretend 
conviviality, pretend heaven knew what — before sud- 
denly she felt hopeless, sat slowly down with her hands 
,at her face knowing quite well the ambivalence of her 
motives. 

She was left then with nothing to do but imagihe 
what might be going on next door. • 

She tried to fool herself that Guy would look differcD' 
that he would be playing some special role that would 
alter the maiftierisms she knew so well. But as she thought 
of them these old images asserted themselves, she saw 
again small things about him she had loved — curiously 
soft hah: at his temples, lines not of laughter but of 
amused criticism creasing at the corners of his eyes, the 
uncon^promising furrow^ of a single deep frown centering 
his forehead: and she knew that just as these engraved 
signs would remain unchanged, would in fact be moving 
down now on that blonde face, just so ’ is methods of 
love wouldTbe diose she knew so jvcll.* He would not 
change. 

She felt at dbis like breaking in and tearjpg out the 
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Wondc roots of that other woman’s hair: and yet — ^Molly 
coulcj not quite be taken seriously as a woman: if her 
youth was dangerous, it was nevertheless youth — and 
whether because of this, or because of some kind of 
perverted vanity in herself, /t was not easy to sustain a 
serious jealousy. But she felt bitterer than ever against 
Guy. " ^ 

After a further few mmutes — indecisive, impossible — 
she swore at the wall and despite feeling rTlliculous and 
resenting this situation forced upon her, dressed and 
went up to the lounges. But those last minutes did much 
to cement Ij-^r final decision to send Guy away. 

She wanted a drink. In the bar Michael Carey was 
talking with a group of men, the only stragglers iVft. 
He detached himself and came over to her. T«hcre were 
some dice on the counter. Together, sleepily sleepless 
and not saying much, they played on late into the night. 
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O N the following evening the ship put into Gibraltar 
harbour, w 

^ It had been a confusing day of late ris^g after the 
dance, o^f pa'cking and enquiry, of all the uncertainties 
that the certainty* of destination provokes. A long 
approach — throughout the afternoon a high wind had 
blown as the liner coasted the low green Andalusian hills, 
past Tariia ’itct.^J on its hillside like dirty newspaper, 
untih the improbable bulk of the great Rodk rose into 
viev^. But now in harbour it was calm again, all was over, 
the great sjiip had come to anchor with the dying day. 

The tender drew off. The liner’s huge hull made a 
wall of impossible height — could such a monster have 
l^ouscd such intimate cabins? — but then slowly resumed 
its shape as over the mauving water the dark little boat 
wi«h itsloiiely-lookiiig passengers chugged awa^ towards 
the quay. 

‘It’s quite a wretifh,’ Carey said, looking back. 

Louise nodded. ‘She looks so lovely — and lonely. I 
expect it’s th^ evening.’ 

‘Almost too much of a symbol — big escape-engine, 
all those old boys each with ten years off his life, each 
leaving "ten years behind, all delighted to be playing 

Ci 1 • l> f 

ships again — 

‘Just now they’re sitting down to a most adult eight- 
course dinner. Which we’ve missed.’ 

‘Hungry?; 

‘Not really, I’m too relieved,’ Louise sai-^ 
*Relieved?*I’d have thought any jiarting was a sad 
affair.’ He drifted on: ‘I suppose it’s just a simple egotism 
— one leaves that famous part of oneself.’ 
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She laughed a little too drily: ‘Anyone can have my 
part of that little liner/ 

‘'rtiank you/ 

‘Oh no, Michael — ^you know what I mean/ 

But how could he? Absur^. She stuttered: ‘At least — * 
He said quietly: ‘Yes, I do know what^ou mean/ 
‘You—?* \ ^ ^ . 

‘And Tm so sorry/ He put his hand on herSi—it was 
the first gesture of touch since they had danced. 

Just then the tender swung round beside the jetty — 
the little stone lighthouse rocketed past as they slewed 
sidfeways a^ speed — and coils of rope began to fall like 
pancakes on the deck. The comjmotion — what end* did 
one get out at? — distracted: but through it Louise Jtept 
wondering ‘How on earth did he know?’ Ang then saw 
that the Prescotts must have told him. 

She imagined the fatherly talk the Major must have 
given. She took her hand sharply away. Bat immediately 
felt sorrj^ and pretended she needed it to fumble in the 
pocket ot* her co^t. Fumbling, she noticed that ®uy \/as 
standing well apart at the other end of the boat. He was 
with the Owens. Even in that dying light she fancied 
that Molly looked white and strained. She checked her- 
self impatiently. Equally absurd to be amibyed with the 
Prescotts for their good intentions — it was nice of them, 
it was mean to refuse such well-meant help. 

They were moving forward. Guy’s party watf*t3fF first. 
She would let him get well ahead. The relief of that 
land, that grey stone jetty just now a few yards ahead! 
There lay the real break with London and the last weary 
year. Already the strange* smells of this new mainland, 
the scent of tropical trees and of dry dust and earA, 
weighed solidly oivthe air. 

But on the jetty the first person she saw was a man in 
the unifoQtn of a London policeman. 
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He was at her elbow, his dark domed helmet outlined/ 
against the southern sky, his tall bulk like a shadow come 
to take her. From a girl — ^when ‘policeman* and ‘bogey- 
man* had threatened — that helmet had blushed her with 
a certain fear. Even now if she smiled at a child in the 
street, she fcK a policemfoi might think her a baby- 
gnatcher; if admiring the architecture of a fij|^t-floor win- 
dow, sh^ became a burglar*s accomplice; if waiting for 
someone byra London shop-window, slie became a 
whore. So that now as the shadow of die policeman 
moved over her she had to press her face down into the 
collar of her mat, hiding even among friends. But it 
wor^fc than simply a pi^ssing flight of guilt. moment 
before she had exalted in the symbol of firm land, final 
break witn London and Guy — yet instantly there 
appeared this figure of Accusation, robed in the exact 
image of London. , . . Superstition is an ally of guilt, 
ijic whispered fearfully: ‘God, I shouldn*t have thought 
it so easy to get away. I shouldn’t have thought myself 
so rlcvep.* She felt the irrational guilt that besets all who 
desert others, however good may be the reasons. 

The policeman kaned over her and said pleasantlv: 
‘Will you be wanting a car. Madam? They’re just over 
there by the ^led.* 

But Prescott was bustling between to thank the police- 
man, and he and Carey carrying bags started to walk 
towardsnhe rank of taxis. Louise suddenly laughed, and 
looked at the policeman. He had spoken with a Spanish 
accent, and now she noticed his lean brown face, his alive 
black eyes, the straight dark hair oiled at his neck. All 
dressed up ^ a London Bobb^. Gibraltar looked prom- 
ising. 

^ut just th?n — she might have knjwn it— ^Guy came 
walking back. He caught her eye as he passed, and gave a 
large wink. 
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' ^ ‘Bye-bye again!’ And tlien raised an eyebrow: ‘And 
good hunting!’ 

^ She stared ahead pretending to ignore him. But she 
was seized again with suspicion and fear: this had 
happened just when she had laughed at that policeman. 

She hcar<i*Guy’s step hesftate, then stop^ She tried not 
to move. He came back and stood in front of her. 

‘You don't really make much of an iiiipression/ he 
said, and she recognized a dangerous mockiiag tone, ‘with 
this kind of boonshness. I don’t feel . . .’ he flicked his 
fingers, ‘that much. But I don’t know thr*t I can leave 
you feeling you’ve made me feel — ’ another flick — ‘that 
much.’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean. Please get out of my 
way.’ 

‘Say goodbye like a sensible girl. Come on." 

‘Please will you — ’ 

She tried to push to one side of him. He caught her 
arm, held it tight. She felt the fingers hard intoTicr arm, 
and througli them the force of his will grating ?t hers 

‘Lf you won’t Icam any manners, we’ll have to teach 
you some. You wanted me to leave, you alone. I have. 
Yet you can’t even acknowledge this little concession 
with simple politeness. Right then — thc'-conccssion is 
revoked. I’ll be seeing you in Seville — ’ 

‘You’re hurting me.’ 

Then behave yourself. See you at the Fair!’ n- 

He let go her arm and without another word passed 
on along the quay. For a moment she stood there unable 
to move. Slowly, as if in reflection, her hand went up 
to her arm he had gripped. It was an old trick of his, 
sometimes at her side in a theatre or in a car amongst 
other people — a clasp of the arm that bcgaji almost as a 
gesture of love but always tightened slowly into a grip of 
possession^ Once she had found herself pitying him, it 
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had seemed suddenly not so much an assault as a cry for^ 
help. But of this she was never again sure. She was only 
sure it was an infliction not of pain, but of personality. 

In the car she suddenly said: 

‘Let’s not go to that big hotel. Let’s stop at the first 
one we like the look of. • Aid added lameJy: ‘Let’s do 
»what we like, let’s get the holiday feeling.* f 

‘But I^ouiS:, we’ve all booked — ’ Prescott started. 

‘I know . but p. 

‘Oh darling, he’s leaving tomorrow — ’ Madeleine said, 
and cut short wishing she had not spoken. Boxed in by a 
sudden silence they all looked uneasily out of the win- 
do vs^. Thete was a slo\/ disgust in Louise’s v?)ice: 

'^ho’s leaving?’ 

Madeleijje pretended lightly: ‘Oh . . . Owen and all 
that — didn t you mean you want to get away from the 
crowd?’ 

* Louise could feel the glance exchanged across her as 
Madeleine’s voice petered away. 

^As a«natter of fact,’ Prescott said suddenly* ‘I kno^ 
of a place just about here. Rather more Spanish than the 
others. . . .’ He leant forward to tell the diivcr. 

Louise felt the cloying nod of nurses humouring her. 
She burst ouff: ‘No!’ 

But the car had stopped. And the others were all look- 
ing at her startled. Even the chauffeur had turned. There 
was notliing to do but fall deeper: 

‘I don’t know — I’m sorry, it’s my head. . . .’ And 
loathing herself she put up a hand and passed it over her 
brow. 

Now a shower of condoldhce. It was the change^of 
climate! It was too much sun too suddenly ! And she was 
h^ded carcflilly out of die car. Ojily Michael Carey, 
who might have been supposed to fuss more than the 
others, seemed to hold back. He stood lool^g at her 
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‘Vpriously, a litde aside — though perhaps he was simply 
making way for her closer fiiends. 

Inside the hotel, while the luggage was handed in and 
the registers made out, she stood and looked round at the 
blue and orange Spanish tiles, the Httle fountain, the 
potted palms — at all these first Signs of a new country — 
with no joy t<ut only misgiving. 


The mood had not left her by the next morning when 
she went for a walk along the main shopping street with 
Madeleine. 

It was a blue Gibraltar day. The April sun set up a smell 
of dust and leaves and clodi in the streets: though there 
was still a last freshness of spring within the warmth, red 
geraniums and mauve wistaria and the great blue trumpets 
of morning-glory were spread in full bloom. 

Not many flowers, though, in Main Street. This 
unique artery runs the length of the little town, which 
itfelf clings like a narrow sea-razor to the grcar'Rock, 
^firom^ Southport Gate to a bastion that new visitors may 
forgivably take to be named after some legendary Spanish 
hero — Casemates. Forgivably — for Main Street must be 
one of the strangest, most confusing streets m the world. 

To begin with, this Spanish street annexed by the 
English is filll of Indian bazaars. Ripe names full of the 
oo"s of Bombay stream above shop-fronts packed with 
coloured rugs, nylon underwear, brasses, cameras, and 
radio sets. The rugs, featuring in turquoise and puce 
and ochre an Egyptian sunset or a group of giant English 
kittens, are likely to be made in Milan: but ar their side, 
smoothmg your eyes with Hzard tongue and suede- 
brown slon, stands an agile, loungo-suitc3 gentleman 
firom Bombay. Past this gentleman, whom at first you 
mistake fof an Andalusian, saunters at the regulation 
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pace a real Andalusian dressed as a London policeman* ' 
it is bewildering, it is a triumph of mind over matter, 
how this Southerners resilient rapier of a body achieves 
the solid phlegm of a British constabular swagger. And 
soon tliis olive copper will pjss no Latin letter-basket but 
a stolid Victoria Regina *pillar-box, fog-laving scarlet 
•shaded by a palm. 

Betw^n glass-covered Moorish balconies rise two 
houses of British* Government — one a Tudor essay 
dreaming of Hampton Court, and the other a fine cream 
Georgian lump, bastion of the Blue. From along the 
street a sur*^.‘ blare of trumpets — a Marine jjand passbs. 
An answering wail of saxophones — and an open door 
rcVQjils a Spanish Ladies* Band, combed and shawled — 
there are only such Ladies* Bands along the half-mile 
Main Street, no others. And then the rest of it! Canopied 
go-carts, Spanish wine-drays, dinky baby saloon-cars; 
cast-iron verandahs and wood balconies like pagodas; 
sombreroed smugglers from Ronda and grqy-bagge^ 
softs of* Empire; a British General striding his bright 
Scottish kilt past an Andalusian whore skirted on high 
red heels; street names in elegant iron lettering of die 
eighteenth century, and houses that look inside out, 
their tiled fa(;:adcs like the insides of paradisial lavatories: 
and all around the millmg native Gibraltcse, gibbering 
and gesturing as loud and lively as the Barbary Apes in 
their reJektown above. . . . Yet most strange of all, and 
stronger than all these individual incongruities, is the 
total effect, however the kaleidoscope chooses to arrange 
itself. Possibly this total impression results from the mqpd 
of canopy and hanging trees and wood carving, possibly 
it^is simply the echo of a great grey Navy and Madame 
Butterfly. For there abides over all • this southern sub- 
tropical port of Gibraltar a brittle, flowery feeling of 
Japan. 
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^ On that particular morning Louise neither felt nor 
noticed any of this. Nor did Madeleine, whose voice 
bubbled higher and higher at the shop-windows, at the 
sight of stockings, bags, gloves, in such inexpensive, 
untaxed profusion. , 

I’hey walked all the way *down one *sidc of Main 
Street and tlien up the other side. Prices were asked but* 
no purchases made — such a hoard made Madeleine 
wary: instead of rushing at it like a* child ut a plate of 
sudden trifle, she became like that child faced with a 
tableful of trifles and jellies and ices, her hands stayed 
ou'tstretched and her eyes grew grave. 

Louise tried through her apprehension to Join in. But 
she found herself studying Madeleine too closejy — 
surely such high-pitched pleasure was assurn^cd, was it 
possible that all this was put on to humour her? The 
voice began to ring a tinny untruth. 

At length she could bear it no longer: 

‘Mad dear — couldn't wc go somewhere and sit down 
for a bit?' ' 

Madeleine's face dropped — but then smiled too much 
she raised her voice even higher in sympathy. This did 
not help. Nor did the immediate cafes, which looked 
difficult for two ladies alone — so that her apologies had 
become desperate by the time they had found a hotel 
with a lounge. 

But once settled in a rexine chair within sight of a 
pile of British newspapers and smelling coffee, she sub- 
sided. She gave Louise a long look of relief. She sighed 
w^h the contentment of something attempted, some- 
thing d ^ne. All would now be all right, her fare indicated. 
She said: 

‘That's all over ard done with. Nice and settled at last. 
Happy?' 

Once more Louise misinterpreted her. She burst out: 
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^ ‘Mad, I will not have you treating me like a lousy 
invalid. So for God’s sake stop nursing me along, I’m 
quite capable of loo^ng after myself.’ 

Madeleine’s eyes and mouth stayed open wide, that 
tongue of hers stopped astonished on her lower teeth: 

‘Darling, wJiatei'tT are yoti saying?’ 

» ‘I know it’s kind of you and you’re tryii% to be kind 
but ple2||jc understand — I don’t need this.’ 

‘Going ofj your cocker, dear?’ 

Louise drew in a breath and gave a scornful look all 
around, as if this were really too much and all the empty 
lounge shouM know it. She slammed dowm her co&e- 
cup^on the saucer: 

‘Why,’ she cried angrily, ‘did you tell Michael?’ 

‘Tell Michael?’ Madeleine’s eyes were wide. ‘Tell Mike 
about what?’ 

‘It’s Michael, not Mike. And you know very well what 
^you told him. About me and Guy. . . .’ 

Madeleine’s eyes from wide surprise lowered their 
lids as«he began to nod witla knowledge, ^tting the 
hang of she knew not what. 

‘There was absolutely no need for Michael to know 
anything about Guy — Michael or anyone else. Guy’s over. 
I’ve told yoif it’s finished. It’s the past.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Madeleine, knowing now. ‘So that’s it.* 

‘So thafs it,’ Louise mimicked back. ‘Michael told 
me on*the boat last night he knew. Oh, mournful he was 
—don’t you see you’ve made hmi into a damn nurse too? 
The first fresh person I’d met — * 

‘Fresh, dear?’ 

‘Please— d’m serious.’ 

Madeleine suddenly sat up and tapped things all 
around her, putting everything strai|;ht. , 

‘I hate,’ she said, ‘to disabuse you, but I’ve not said a 
single word on the subject to Michael or anybody.’ 
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"Then who has?* 

Madeleine replied in the same distant, emphatic voice: 

‘You/ 

"Me?* 

"Yes, you. You*ve had it written all over yourself for 
days — ^whenever Guy got Aeac. A blind jnan would*ve 
known.* \ , 

Unexpectedly Louise took this calmly. *it was what 
she had really feared. And so her thoughts straight on 
to what else she feared: 

"fm so frightened. Mad,* she said. ‘Guy came up 
tocme last night — ^right at the last moment. Started 
a row — * 

Madeleine listened. A mother, and wise beneath her 
surface frivolity, her advice was practical and immediate. 

"Cut Seville out,* she said- ‘Change your plans alto- 
gether.* 

"Rim away? You can't mean — * ^ 

"Father and Td fit in, you know,’ Madeleine went on, 
already jfianning. ^erez is our only ‘"must”. Wj could 
go there instead to begin with. And then — * 

"Mm?* 

"It*s absurd you running your head straight into trouble.* 

"And what about running away? Th^^*s not very 
pretty.* 

‘Pride! The proudest way is to see througli the weak- 
ness of pride, be serious for God’s sake. And listen — 
Father said a funny thing the other night. He said the 
real trouble with Guy is not that lie’s a real out-and- 
outer, in a way you can’t really despise him, it’s that 
hc^' absolutely ruthless, a totalitarian, Fathej said. He’s 
got courage. Father said, he’s got guts — ^look at his war 
record, Father said,^though I don’t quite sde where thit 
comes in — ^but alongside all this he’ll use any dirty trick, 
my^ he’ll ^ anything to get what he wants. And he’ll 
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^think it right, a dirty trick with him becomes simply 
something h:cc of false sentiment.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘It’s plain as a pikestaff. You’ve just got to be total back.’ 

‘And call it expediency?’ 

‘Call it what you bloody Veil like, my girl, but do it.* 

Louise stopped arguing and said simply:*' 

‘There’s Ao question. Mad. I can’t alter any plans be- 
cause Idpi. I’i always be wondering what might 
luve happened if I’d — what do you call it, stayed the 
course. I’ve simply got to face it. Last night I made us 
change our That was a lapse, I was tired and 

firi^itencd. But it taught me.’ 

‘Well — ^you’re up against a lot. The only hope,’ she 
sigfied, gathering her things together, ‘is that Seville’s 
big enou^ to hold the both of you.’ 

;Big?’ 

‘You think it’s still a sweet little torture of winding 
streets? No, darling. Parks! Trams! Thoroughfares! It’s 
huge!’ 

Louise felt a sudden disappointment — here was another < 
ally, even this city would not leave her to face thing.« 
alone. 

‘But,’ Madeleine smiled, ‘it’s very, very beautiful.’ 

Two days later Michael Carey proposed to Louise. 

Much in the meantime had happened to clear the air. 
In the first place, Guy had left. He had taken an early 
ferry into Algcciras with the Owens. In the second place, 
there was jliis air of die beginning of holiday, of 8ew 
and exciting surroundings, and the company of friends. 
The soft wJfmth of a southern spring, wide,spaces of 
sea and harbour, die circling Spanish hills, and the 
strangeness of its hybrid streets made Gibral^r indeed a 
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pleasant place. What did they do? Nothing at first o^ 
precise incident. They made holiday. 

Tile four of them met mostly at meals, at other times 
Louise was alone with Michael. They took a bus out to 
Europa Point, where the southernmost tongue of the 
rock strives towards its Afncasi brother mud-caked and 
lion-harsh across the water. The two of them talked and 
lazed and laughed on the spring-fields oi purple and 
yellow ice-plant, took photographs, peered vbelow at the 
great drop to the sea, scaiuied the heights for Barbary 
Apes and saw none at all. 

Again, in the town, past the Trafalgar cemetery and 
through the Moorish gates, they found a bar with a 
map of the English fox-hunt country in Andalusia 
proper: Spanish village-names were mixed with the 
marks of exiled huntsmen — ^names like Beauforts Copse, 
Mayfield Spinny, Four Mile Comer. Top-hatted gentle- 
men in scarlet coats galloping past cactus an^ agave^ 
Possible! And what had the Andalusian riders thought? 
* Once tney had met the Prcscotts walking along Main 
Street — and exactly by a narrow doorway plastered with 
photographs of bullfighters. But these were really photo- 
graphs of visiting sailors dressed up as bullfighters. You 
could have your photo taken in torero’s diess there and 
then. So all four of them did. 

And what toreros transpired! Carey, his regular 
features and thoughtful eyes crowned by the slug-shaped 
black cap, took on a classic air, a man of parts from Toledo. 
The Major, his eyes as always blazing beneath their 
tufted eyebrows, stood swelling his golden jacket like 
a ^uld Valencian, while the ladies looked -even more 
authentic — smooth-shaved gipsy matadors: Louise with 
her slighr slanting spiilc properly contemptuous of death, 
Madeleine a gayer, flamboyant virtuoso from Seville, 
they all said. 
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And in that sort of way the time passed: whether it 
was watching a naval hockey match on the sports-ground 
among Plymouth-Hof asphalt paths, or watching^the 
white seaplanes landing like giant pelicans on the blue 
water by Algcciras, or drinking beer to the music of 
those portentous Ladies’ Biinfis, or simply shopping and 
Ipunging and laughing and looking. ^ 

It was ^ lafy time — and although nothing specific was 
said, Louise ^nd Michael became easily in many small 
ways more intimate — they walked arm-in-arm, they 
could sit together in tired silence without embarrassment, 
she could take off her shoes imder the cafe table and he 
was allowed to be bored in some of the shfips and to 
mee^her latter. Much of the time was spent covertly in 
finding ou^ more about each other — their past lives, 
habits and preferences, towns they had mutually known, 
and even one mutual acquaintance, whom neither much 
q^red for but who suddenly took on a new and significant 
worth. 

However, on the afternoon of the last day they took i 
walk to the tropical gardens and later climbed up, the 
creepered steps to die terrace of the hotel above. It was 
empty — and there, under a ceiling of mauve wistaria, 
with the sea afid the town spread out below them, they 
sat for a time in silence. Occasionally a passing sentence 
of English echoed from the hotel behind, a man’s voice 
belonging to the undress uniform of that part of the 
Empire — grey trousers, sports jacket, new brown soft 
hat placed exactly straight over the eyes, a stick. Such 
voices, the sad wistaria diooping its mauve around, the 
battleships in the gulf, the very air of spring out of seast)n 
filled Louise with a strangely sweet sense of exile. It was 
hke visiting ^ past summer, coming from 2^ wintry 
London it could never feel true weather— the warm 
air was dream-laden, for once those dreams of j^summery 
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past, melancholy and exquisite, seemed to come into real 
being. And such English voices enhanced the air — ^they 
re£izcd all novels read of the, outpost Britisher, of 
verandahs and sundowners, of loneliness and heartsick 
exile — ^and there echoed beyond this that greater nos- 
talgia of time, the exile bfrthe present from the past. 
Already the wistaria was begitming to fall, the mauve- 
white petals lay dying on the wide empty ^rrace: spring 
and autumn ^eady combined. Xhe su^i was already 
falling, the great gulf spread before them grew stiller in 
the westering light, promontories lengthened to catch the 
kst light of day. Slowly a long grey ship began to glide 
out to sci. It seemed to pass so very slowly on this its 
evening voyage: yet suddenly it was gone. When it 
was gone there was nothing, nothing there on the sea 
at all. 

Louise felt, just as slowly, the warmth of liis hand on 
hers. It must have been there some time. She qjmed and 
saw he was smiling at her. 

‘You Svere a very long way away.’ 

;Yes.’ 

‘Algeciras?’ 

‘No,’ she smiled. Then looked round at the desolate 
terrace and gave a slight wakening shiver.' ‘It’s diis place, 

I mean, I was thinking of the past.’ 

After a moment he said: ‘Is it such a wrench?’ 

‘Wrench? How?’ 

He said evenly: ‘I mean your parting with that fellow 
— ^with Guy?’ 

She stammered: 

*^‘But I wasn’t thinking of that . . .’ She pai^scd: ‘Or was 
I? It’s aU so mixed up. I thought I was just thinking of— 
oh, sut^mers ago, all summers gone.’ '' 

‘Did you know liim a very long time?’ 

‘Four years. Nearly.’ 
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‘Then you’ve plenty of past before that — ’ 

‘Such compliments!’ she said brightly. 

But he persisted; ‘I mean that just now you’ll be Idbk- 
ing back on life as though it’s only coloured by this — 
great friend of yours. But it isn’t. The real past is your 
earliest youth, all the truly«vllgin — ’ 

‘Michael!’ 

‘ — ^impressiftns of what — ^weather, seasons, behaviour, 
places? /fil that’s Uippened since is a repetition.’ He 
paused, and said carefully: ‘You must try and remember 
who you were before.’ 

A light wind stirred the fallen petals, they drifted into 
heap* like rolls of dust. 

‘It’s not easy to cut out just like that someone who’s 
still tTierc,’ Louise said. 

‘You mean you’re still in — ?’ 

‘No. But in a very material sense he’s still about.’ 

‘But he’s not. He’s gone!’ 

‘He’s only gone to Seville. He’s threatened to look me 
up.*He will.’ 

He said easily: 

‘Oh — ^we’ll surely, take care of anything like that.’ 

Running down Guy? She felt her face tighten with 
resentment. Bfit the next second wondering at herself, 
let it relax. It was absurd. She did not really mind at 
all. And then it passed through her mind how differently 
she would have felt if Madeleine had spoken in the same 
way. 

She frowned at him, scarcliing for a proof of she did 
not know what. She got it. There was no mistaking the 
tenderness in,his eyes and the small ashamed smile dra^- 
•ing the comers of his mouth. He made no attempt to 
hide this. His ^and was still on hers. She saw syddenly 
how they were sitting — a picture oL two tlius on an 
empty, flower-hung terrace overlooking the "^t loops 
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of land and water lying like a map of whales below — 
and knew what surely he must be going to say. She had 
nei^er exactly thought of this. No^ in great confusion her 
mind began to move all ways at once. 

A pause before he spoke again. But then only to say 
softly: ‘Do you love him ■frery much?’ 

‘No — no,’ she stammered loudly. ‘No, no I don’t., I 
don’t at all — ’ and stopped herself quickly, It had sounded 
like a schoolgirl excusing herself. •Strange enthusiasm! 
What on earth was going on? And added gravely: ‘I did 
once. But now — ^well — I don’t feel anything.’ 

• With his free hand he was making a pattern of twigs 
on the table, pushing at them too quickly. They satf there 
again in silence, again the great stillness around. SuddeiJy 
he brushed all those twigs impatiently aside 

‘Louise . . .’ he began. 

She looked up at him too quickly. Her mind raced 
wondering how she could do this, why she djdn’t taj^e 
her hand away, why in every way she was encouraging 
iiim to*speak, why all her instincts strained to hew: — 
when she had no idea what answer could be given. The 
presence of tire question, it absutdly seemed, would 
provide that answer. But then, as fractionally he paused 
searching for words, her nerves took charge, the great 
landscape and the wide terrace seemed to close in, she 
searched frantically for anything at all to say that would 
stop him. And said, with enormous calm: 

‘But how did you know all this about me?’ 

‘Eh?’ He looked up puzzled, too abruptly pulled from 
his deeper thoughts. ‘Oh — that — it was hardly difficult. 
(5ne’s packed pretty close on a ship. Yqji can hardly 
hide — 

‘Heayensl’ ^ 

She was looking with bolt bright horror at her watch. 
‘Look ai^the time!’ 
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‘Louise . . / he began again fiercely — but broke off, 
and they both suddenly saw that the sun had set and it 
was quite dark. 

‘I — I never heard the gun,* Louise said, now really 
surprised. 

‘No. Nor did L* 

They looked at each other startled, on the point of 
laughing ^t thfs strange coincidence: but both now aware 
of a deepening mystery between them. 

A huddle of lights, those of Algcciras, studded the slow 
black tongue of distant hills, the yellow portholes of 
ships made 'l^^tric picnic of the silver water, the 
eveniftg star shone out like steel in soft blueness framed 
now jv^ith bjack creeper. Overhead an aircraft drudged 
high and slyw — red and green eyes of a Chinese ghost 
traversing the lonely sky. 

‘Perhaps — weM better go?’ 

^nd all Michael said was simply: ‘Yes.’ 

They walked down to their hotel now uneasy. The 
simple aif- of friendship was gone. They spoke almost* 
formally, once or twice made staccato apologies as on a 
narrow pavement they touched. No more arm-in-arm. 
A sense of danger between them. But beneath this re- 
pression Louise felt herself beating with excitement. 
She was happy. 

But after a big dinner, and the wine and the company 
of the Prescotts that went with it, the old ease slowly 
returned. And afterwards, since this was their last night 
in Gibraltar, they all went along to one of the cafes to 
listen to the music and take a liqueur. 

The cafe occupied a wide hi^h room lit by bare electric 
'globes and tiled nearly to the nicotined reiling with 
green and blue Spanish tiles. With itj, dark-wood tables 
set in rows like desks, with those obtrusive greenish 
walls and naked lights it felt at first like a vast j/ktorian 
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schoolroom: but for the beer-bottles; but for the 
br^ht uniforms of marines and sailors; but for the heavy 
raised dais, die cynosure of the room, upon which no 
pedant stood but a large brassy band of dark-eyed 
senontas. As they entered, one of these, ablaze in the 
layered frills of her red Andalusian skirt and a fiercely 
turquoise shawl, blared from a golden trumpet the last 
long breast-breaking notes of Come back to Sotrento. 

‘Not too near the band, Father,’ Madeleine was saying 
in her best evening-out voice — ^but already her husband’s 
eyes had reconnoitred the table lay-out and he was 
Idading them to a table a little recessed from the odicrs. 

‘Doesn’t do to butt in on these fellows. Embarrasses 
’em.’ 

And indeed just then a marine corporal, sitljng straight- 
necked like a big upright doll, said loudly, but staring 
carefully in another direction: ‘Slinnming.’ 

‘See what I mean,’ the Myor whispered. 

But vjhen they all sat down a red-faced naval rating, • 
liis cap well bade on his head, gave Louise a gr&at bfoad 
friendly toothless wink. And others there turned, mixed 
marines and sailors, and smiled a greeting. 

‘Father’s always right,’ Madeleine murmured as they 
all smiled back. But Louise had seen a passing anxiety 
in Michael’s face at that big playful wink. Then of 
course he was laughing with the others Yet this was 
enough to bring back the new tension between them. 
Accordingly she became bright. The others responded — 
it was an exciting night, their last night in Gibraltar, the 
iqpment before the question mark of Spain. Brightness 
bred the juice of real laughter. They began t* have a very 
good time indeed. 

There was no d%icing. The navy simply sat and drnik 
beer: sometimes they sang. The tables were set in exact 
rows, and they sat purposely on oiJy one side of these — 
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again the sense of a carnival dassroom — ^so that they could 
keep their eyes well on the dais and that seductive 
orchestra. Several sat without ever talking at all, sim^y 
emptying bottle after bottle of beer, never smiling, 
moving, or laughing, simply staring at this amazing 
female mirage. 

«And the band played on. These were no ordinary 
lady musi^ans?— no spinsterhood of the fiddle, no coy 
pyjama-ed bobbers of the tea-time saxophone. This band, 
despite its jazz, stayed Spanish. Each woman sat with 
dignity, straight-backed and proud-necked: each wore 
her black haj- p’lwd and brushed and polished into an 
exquisite ebony crown set with a tortoiseshell comb and 
a camgtion Ijy the car: each wore the bright, sunloving 
colours of jti Andalusian fiesta, fringed and frilled: 
and each face, with ns bright black eyes, its white teeth, 
its fierce dark dignity, was brightly rouged and painted — 
hvt without harlotry, with a careful art that made the 
•face a picture of a face. From such faces they st^ed and 
somftime? smiled back at the sailors. One expected them 
to get up and dance, to move as women. But they simply 
sat. Though to the sailors — ^what bright lascivious ranks! 
They seemed to be making love to their instruments, 
kissing the moufhpieces of trumpets, licking saxophones, 
fondhng the little violin body with a side caress of the 
cheek, eyes away in a dream. That whole edifice was one 
of careful frustration. As if in comment, a notice hung 
beneath the dais: To mount is forbidden. 

But every twenty m mutes or so a special lady appeared 
from die back of the cafe and performed an Andalusim 
dance on the* platform. She v^as dressed with Spanish 
formality from ankle to neck: and dance ^ a formal 
measure of aralicsque and intricate stapiping. Neverthe- 
less she was loudly applauded. And as the beer went down, 
and as souvenirs — ^watches and ornaments that later 
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would decorate wrists and mantelpieces up and down the 
length of the Home Country — ^were produced and dis- 
cussed, and as the music and th^ female mirage jollied 
them, so the great green caf^ grew less garishly bleak and 
in a thickening fog of tobacco smoke took on a growing 
gaiety. Yet a certain puritan atmosphere, sadly comic 
in a great warm southern seaport, penisted: and opje 
knew, for instance, tliat the hours of liquoi'licc^ce would 
come to a close long before midnight. Perhaps this, or 
perhaps a thought of the journey on the morrow, re- 
minded Prescott of the need for a good night’s rest — or 
was it a nod of surreptitious tact from his wife? — and 
they rose to leave. 

Michael rose too. But just then a tableful of sailors 
got to their feet — it seemed that everyone ^as rising — 
and began pushing a small petty officer towards the 
platform. They wanted him to sing. He was not, of 
course, allowed to mount the dais — but gave the name of 
his song to the leading senorita and stood waiting, chest 
rigid, eyes on the ceiling, among the tables. The ladies 
took up their instruments and drawled out die opening 
bars, once again, of Come back to Senento. 

Louise caught at Michael’s sleeve: 

‘Do let’s listen. It’s early yet. He looks sweet.’ 

The first long liigh strong tenor note struck like a 
wire cord through the air. They looked at each other in 
horror, laughed silently — but now close together were 
glad to sit down. The Prescotts, running the gauntlet 
of that inimical young marine, who belched purpose- 
^illy as they passed, had made off quickly. Louise still 
had her hand on Michael’s sleeve — but now alone with 
him she was quick to pretend she needed it for her 
glass. ' 

All that evening various of her attitudes towards 
Michaelahad been somersaulted. Towards his physical 
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fact, for instance. It is possible to know that a man has, 
as Michael had, a very fine growth of pale hair moulding 
the back of his hand,, even to know this in detail, ^d 
then, a moment later, when something has overturned 
the emotions, to know the same thing in a different way 
altogether. Intimately andmdw dangerously — ^the diflfer- 
pnee between a bayonet in a museum and the sentry’s 
steel an inch ^irom your belly. 

But now ajso whenever her eyes were turned towards 
his face, his hands, and his clothes and the body inside 
them — she made astonishing discoveries, delivered strange 
and moving ji.r’^ments to herself. Like an animal sniffing 
she saw grey shadows, evidence of care or stuefy, beneath 
his eves; a downturn to his high-bridged nose, odd in a 
squarish face: a pale wart behind an ear — she considered 
this, almost rejected it, then was moved to a great 
tenderness: good shoulders, and a way of turning these 
apd his whole chest towards you when he was talking, 
confiding thus everything: a light sober suit, but 
lapris turning up at comers — ^no one to press them? 
Such and so much more she noticed with a strange new 
wonder: considered and approved. And suddenly she 
thought: How old is he? 

Then say not goodbye. 

Come back again beloved, 

the tenor sang close-eyed, mouth wide, all power and no 
feeling, a street-singer with a voice of high steel: a tough 
little sailor in a dark jacket, not much past a boy, exiled 
now so many miles from die streets and bars of jjps 
long-away hpme. 

Yet the sound was terrible, it made a h veless pylon 
of* the ballad. Louise and Michael ^ad been laughing 
quietly — ^now suddenly she glanced to see exactly how 
he was laughing, found thankfully he showed as well 
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a look of sympathy that the sailor deserved. Tliey began 
to have a good time. They ordered more anis and both 
cheered loudly when Sorrento burst to its end and die 
sailor, expressionless, as if he had just completed a 
routinous gun-drill, walked stiffly to his table and buried 
his nose in a glass of ale. ' ' 

The next moment a brown-skinned Gibraltcse in ? 
pink gaberdine suit was up gesticulating at the band. 
Again the ladies took their instruments frrsm their lips, 
words were exchanged, and tliis stranger turned, pushed 
his hat to the back of his head, threw his chest out, flung 
his arms out to either side and waited propped like a tall 
gaunt postured bird caught in some act. 

But what an act! 

For once again the lips of those ladies draWed, as fresh 
as ever, the first notes of the introduction to that same 
fateful song, the man opened his mouth wide, and 
Louise and Michael broke down helplessly. How the 
Neapolitan words came with a softer drama: 

Nu prufumo acaissi fino 
Din t'o core se ne va 

ri 

And Michael suddenly found himself at a height of what 
was a private giggle looking into Louise s eyes and be- 
coming fixed there. And then, freed in the ease of 
laughter and caught in the intimacy of her eyes, the words 
came free-wheeling out of him: 

*Oh Louise, oh dearest. I’ve been walking about this 
rock for days with my heart full of words and now it’s 
tQ,o full and God in Heaven they have to come out in a 
place like this, . . . Louise ! — ’ 

He seemed to take a breath, then said it, mixed and 
humbly the •wrong way round: 

‘Louise . . . may — may I marry you?’ 

‘Will you be my wife?’ he said. 
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‘O my darling I love you/ he said now quieter, awed 
by the sound of it. 

Ma nnn ce lassa 
Nun darme stu turmiento 

pealed round the room, woikid sailors and beer-bottles, 
^through the mist of smoke and high up among the 
Spanish tilcs> 

But alT slie^said Wck to him was his name, and this as 
though it hurt her — while she searched all over his eyes, 
his mouth, his whole face, as though she wished to get at 
something that I'ly behind inside, like a nurse examining 
an illness. 

But he went straight on talking, fast now, flushed on 
this liew elation. She simply looked at him and then 
looked down and shook her head it seemed helplessly, 
listening with wonder to all he was saying, wondering 
at so much coming from a face so reserved, wondering 
and at die same time becoming swept away by it. The 
oniy words that came to her were: ‘Michael— ndcar — it^ 
all so sudden.’ And then smiled at this, and he laughed /oo. 
She began crying tgars of laughter into her handkerchief. 

But even then he never stopped. He became almost 
like a salesman^o sure of his wares that he holds them back. 
He raised his hands, made a gesture with them: 
‘Don’t answer now! You don’t have to say anything. 
Please — not now. Think about it . . . there ... all you have 
to do is . . . think . . . my darling. . . .’ 

Torna a Surriento 
Famme camph 

Sobbed its great yell as the song ended, the cafe was loud 
with clapping^ cheers, wliistles so that no othej words 
could pass between them and all Michael could do was 
mouth and continue pressing her away withjiis hands 
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while both of them helplessly smiled, never leaving each 
othgr’s eyes. 

But suddenly he did leave her — ^in all that noise with a 
silencing finger to his lips! 

A great many things seemed to happen at once. 
The clapping had hardly died when he was up by the 
orchestra gesturing to die pianist, the pianist was shaking 
her head, then he was turning and appcaling*to the sailors 
(he couldn’t be asking for another Sortentof) find suddenly 
me nearest group of sailors laughed and one very tall 
sailor was pushed forward and put a foot up on the 
forbidden platform. Michael gave him a shove up from 
behind, the ladies twittered with shock, then shouted 
angrily as the sailor went straight to the piano and sat 
down and began to play. He grinned round towards 
Louise, Michael waved, and all the sailors round there 
threw back their heads and sang: 

Every little breeze 

Seems to whisper Louise. . . . 

A simple trick, and obvious: but Louise loved it. She 
blushed, waved back. Awfully at pa •‘ties this had hap- 
pened before, on countless hearty occasions distinguished 
only by their exact lack of real heart. But Michael so 
plainly could not help what he was doing, he was so 
simply excited, and the faces all around laughed such 
simple affection that her heart was touched, it was a gift 
of beauty. 

A man by the door had slipped out as the song 
began. And the manager of the cafe, who was already 
waving his hands hopelessly at the sailor on the orchestra 
platform, had seen this and now tried to shout up against 
the singing. 

But the noise was so great, all in the caf^ now bawled 
and thumped out the well-known old song, that no one 
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heard him until the climax, its last long note — ^when 
three naval policemen threw open the street door^and 
stood there. 

Huge, heavily sober, tough as their truncheons, they 
stood like statues among the moving case of the tables. 
They looked at the sailfir Vising drunkcnly from the 
•piano. 

Mich.'ipl ofi his way back towards Louise’s table saw 
them and stepped. glanced back at the sailor, looked 
serious, turned to the police. 

Louise felt suddenly alarmed for him: but when she 
got over tc he was smiling again, talking as fast 

as cVer, and apparently overjoyed to do so. The three 
poligemen, stood and looked at him silently. They had 
not move<J, nor in fact expressed anything, since they 
had entered the room. They stood in their huge 
bodies strangely disembodied, only their eyes alive and 
gloving. 

‘It was my fault,’ Michael was saying, aj|id added. 
‘CftficerV 

‘Yes,’ he went on, ‘entirely my fault, I got him to go 
up there. He was die only one who could play it. Louise^ 
that is. That’s my — my, that’s her name. . , .’ 

Legs firml)^ apart, arms on hips, the policemen seemed 
not yet to have fully recognized his presence: they 
seemed to be listening through him. One had turned his 
face to another, as if hearing music a long way off. 

‘It was a celebration, you see,’ Michael went on. 
‘Special.’ 

‘You see,’ he broke out happily, ‘we’ve just j^ot 
engaged.’ 

He stopped^ smiling proudly and conclusively at one 
after another of them, a boy with a conjuring trick. 

But at that word ‘engaged’, Louise suddenly felt a 
veil slide from all round her. 
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Then one of the police” faces moved, it was a big broad 
face^ it lurched slowly into both a scowl and a smile at 
the same time, brows closed furiously but the big lips 
pleasantly opening. 

‘I take it you confirm this gentleman’s statement. 
Miss?’ came deep official cockney. 

Louise opened her mouth, but no sound came. She 
swallowed and then it came: 

*Oh, yes, oh, yes, yes!’ 

And turned to Michael, and her voice rose: ‘Oh 
Michael yes, yes, yes !’ 

All thre^ police began to smile, Michael took her by 
the arm and all they wanted to do was sink into ‘each 
other and reahze the moment. But on the pQint of that 
their first embrace they stopped, for tliere. they were 
standing among so many sitting, and facing those pofice 
who, however, were already moving away. 

One had reached for the door-handle and looked at it 
ip his hands, saying in mock surprise: ‘Why this is where 
we came in.’ 

‘Best wishes to all of you from all of us,’ another said, 
I m sure. 

The third touched his cap. They took a last blind look 
round the now orderly room and then they were gone. 

The bill, and a fumbling moment waiting for it, and 
then Michael’s arm was round her Icadmg her out. He 
looked white and amazed. 

The warm soft night greeted them, the air now heavy 
with the scent of blossom. They walked slowly, saying 
nothing, pressed together. 

From another cafe a fevir doors away there sounded, 
suddenly on a high echoing trumpet note, the coda of 
Sorrentof Neither of them laughed. 
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T he next morning the whole party flew to Seville. 

Up in the air, after fiKt Exclaiming at the patterned 
map below, they settled down to doing nothing. 

But Ljuis<* that morning could not stop talking nor 
keep quite st\JL Aft«r a while Madeleine said: 

‘Never been up in a plane before, dear?’ 

‘You know very well I have. Why?’ 

‘Well — fc' ii..,uncc, what’s sort of up?’ 

Louise and Michael had agreed to make no*announce- 
ment of the engagement until all were settled comfort- 
ably on land in the Sevillian hotel. 

Madeleine persisted: 

‘The air must really be like champagne.’ 

Louise looked down at a small cloud floating alone 
move the brown mud far below. Suddenly she could 
hotd ouf no longer. Perhaps the word ‘champagne’ did it 
She swung herself full round to Madeleine and the Major 
and brought the word out again with a big round smile: 

‘Champagne — if you want to know, die air is like 
champagne. And l^chael and I are engaged to be 
married. There!’ 

Michael looked at her for one moment in despair, 
then turned too: 

‘It’s all fixed,’ he said. 

‘Good Lord!’ Prescott said. 


‘Darling!’ smiled Madeleine. ^ 

Then dicfe were excited questions and congratulations: 
which as suddenly subsided when they realized that they 
tfrere up in th? air, and that this was^a moment'^or cele- 
brarion, for champagne, and how was one to get that in a 
^o-engine teii-scater so far above the earth? • 
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This was exasperating and the more so for the Major, 
who felt it was ^ responsibility: they could do notlimg 
but settle down again to a morq prolonged, but now 
awkward discussion. 

Then suddenly, pretending shock, Madeleine cried: 

*And what about all our ^Isiis? You two will be going 
off!’ 

*Of course we won’t! Nothing’s changed — \ 

‘Not?’ Madeleine said, now really shocked and of 
course thinking of Guy. ‘You’re pulling my leg.’ 

‘Michael says we should just go on as if nothing’s 
happened — ^which I think is rather silly, because of course 
it has — ^ancl I agree with Michael.’ * 

‘After all, why should it be different?’ Michael put in. 
‘We like to be with you.’ He added, ‘Even if we might 
lose you now and then.’ 

‘Of course,’ the Major said reasonably, ‘it’s not their 
honeymoon is it?’ 

‘Father!’ Madeleine beseeched. And then in despair 
started to fire her last gun: ‘But don’t you see hoW FaAier 
andd’U be hopping round the comer away from you all 
the time, it’s us who’ll have no peace, .no peace at all ’ 

‘Fasten your safety belts,’ said a Spanish voice, official 
as a loud-speaker, ‘we’re going down.’ * 

And they then descended in breath-held silence to 
make a safe, smooth landing on the airfield by Seville. 


The hotel faced on the Plaza Nueva. From bedroom 
balconies one looked out onto a broad marble-paved 
square ringed with tall old palm-trees up which red roses 
had been trained: other roses, red and yellow and white, 
shone ftom the darkness of beds planted at the siddi: 
an equestrian stame lent dignity to the centre: wrought- 
iron lamprstandards stood in t^ shadow of palm-leaves 
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and about all the plaza there hung still an undisturbed air 
of the turn of the century. 

They settled in quipkly — the need to celebrate ^ew 
more intense at every moment — and met as soon as 
possible in the old-fashioned lounge downstairs. 

And there stood the Ovwail. 

‘Ee — look what cat’s brought in!’ Owen cried, hurry- 
• ing over^alrdidy at that early hour not too steady. 

His wife smiled from under a pale blue peaked helmet, 
blue as her anxious eyes, and said impredictably: ‘No 
sooner said tlian done.’ 

‘Louise!’ caii.v over-sweetly from Molly. ‘How 
smashing!’ * 

They all greeted each other, and dien the engagement 
was annotmeed all over again. Madeleine took the 
opportunity to slip away to enquire whether a Mr Guy 
Harrowby was staying. No, she was told, he had can- 
cdlcd his room. Relieved but puzzled, she rejoined the 
. omers, who were then led out by Major Prescott, all 
of them,* for it would liave been difficult now to omit 
the Owens, to a place he knew of. 

They walked up, the plaza, now on foot for the first 
time feeling the strong distinct quality of Spain, not Italy 
and nowhere <^se but Spain — ^the hot air that could almost 
be grasped in the hand, the smell of sun on old plaster, 
the scents of flowers and oil and havana smoke erupting, 
vanishing, reappearing as powerfully as bars of black 
shadow on tlie hot white pavement. Tram-bells, the 
clatter of hooves and guttural Spanish words invigorated 
the cars. And for the eyes new richnesses which at first 
merged into^a general feelings of flowers, leaves, IcatScr, 
black cloth, and brass. 

*ThBy crosseiMnto the Sierpes and ^turned up into the 
little Plaza del Salvador, where the big shellfish house was 
already crowded. 


105 



A BED OF ROSES 


The Major limped hurriedly to grab a table whose 
occupants had scarcely risen fully to their feet. ‘There/ 
he said as they all sat down almost on die kerb but still 
beneath the red-and-white striped awning. ‘At last! 
Now what’s it to be — champagne, or Spanish style?* 

*Oh Spanish!’ like well-bnsd children diey all echoed. 
So he clapped his hands, the waiter came hurrying, and 
in a minute there were bottles of manzanfila ^d black- 
eyed crayfish on the table. 

Louise was at last just raising her thirsty glass to her 
lips when Owen, who had been quicker and had already 
half-emptied his, flourished it in the air and aied: 

‘To the* happy couple!* 

So she had to lower her glass while they all drank. 
She was just raising it again when Michael, innocendy 
wishing to give her the first place in these proceedings, 
said with a long look into her eyes: 

‘To Louise!’ 

She h^ to lower it again. But she was double-quick * 
then to raise it, to shout: 

‘And to Micliacl — and all of you!’ 

So that she took a long big sip while they sat smiling 
and immobilized. 

Prescott refilled the glasses and they bVoke the heads 
off their crayfish and began to chatter and look around. 

‘You’ll have to look after her, Michael,’ Olive Owen 
said. ‘Molly was picked up the very first moment she 
set foot out.’ 

‘Oh Mother no! I only said he spoke to me, he might 
have been only asking the rime.* 

'You should know by the look in a gentleman’s eye 
what they’re asking at your age, Kittikins, yes, and what 
day it it’ ^ t 

She nodded severely at a tall thin horse come to a 
standstill nearby and added: ‘Shouldn’t she. Dad?’ 

io6 



A BED OF ROSES 


But Owen in his third manzanilla had not heard. He 
was saying to the Major: ‘You’d think we wouldn’t 
like it, wouldn’t you? .You’d say: The buggers strefch 
their pieces of canvas right over the tops of their streets 
to keep the sun out and so nobody’s going to need any 
sunshades. Rjght? Well, ydu’fc wrong. What it docs is 
make an arcade. Now arcades is a godsend in rainy 
weather— ijind ^on’t tell me you don’t get a spell of the 
old one-two new and ag.iin. Well, if it wasn’t for arcades 
nobody would leave their homes at all. But thcy’ve-got- 
to-gct-from-thcir-homcs-to-these-arcadcs. See? So it’s 
umbrellas, hey And he finished: ‘God bless 

arcadfs.’ 

Th^ MaJejr was looking hopelessly into the hatpin 
eyes of a pjle langostino frothed widi whiskery feelers 
like a pink Sikh. ‘But they put the awnings over these 
narrow streets against the sun, not the rain . . .’ he 
mj^ttered. 

- ‘Same thing. Need parasol to get there.’ AndJie began 
to chant 3stonishingIy, but what must have been a family^ 
joke: ‘God save ar-gracious-cades.’ 

Round them a ^rry of people ate, drank, talked, a 
milling of hot clothes and voices in the bright noon air. 
Crushed shells 'already made a pink carpet on the pave- 
ment. As on a stage, on the set of the narrow plaza, passed 
the purposeful Spanish crowd — mostly men, some capped, 
some in Cordovan sombreros, but all walking with a 
pride and dignity not seen elsewhere in Europe. The 
workmen in grey overalls, poUce uniforms of an identical 
grey, the poor clutching precious parcels or the poor 
begging — alkwalked with uptight dignity, knowing their 
right. While horses and mules and cars whinnied and 
hdoted, while^ lottery-sellers yelled and bootblacks 
shouted — and beggars whispered, yet looked you straight 
in the eye. 
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Madeleine had Louise at her side and was whispering 
e^^itedly such as: ‘Aren’t you excited, darling!’ 

And Louise looked lazy, satisfied: ‘Yes ... I do love 
him so.’ 

Then looked suddenly frightened: ‘And to think I never 
knew it . . . no, just do lobl^at him now. . . .’ 

Molly’s voice sailed into the pause, petulant: ‘. . . and 
come to that, time or no tell the time, I wdhldn’t so much 
mind being picked up by one of them, d»rk, handsome, 
smashing . . .’ 

And Madeleine, warming up well to the easy 
fiicctious party spirit of the occasion, bubbled across the 
table at iSfichael: ‘Hear that? Competition you haVe, my 
Mike! Where’s my comb? Better take a le^f out of the 
local vade mecum. . . . ’ 

She caught hold of Michael’s head and began to 
comb his hair straight back in Spanish fashion, then 
ripped his tie off to show a plain collar as the Aitdalusijjns 
prefer — |nd now when amid laughter he hunched up his* 
*shouldcrs he did indeed look a little Spanish. 

‘<D1^!’ they all shouted. 

Then Molly gave a little yelp and waved: ‘And ol^ 
again — ^there’s Guy!’ 

‘Why yes, we saw him once before didn’t we?’ said 
Mrs Owen, preening herself. ‘He’s staying quite near, 
isn’t he?’ 

They all turned to see Guy indeed traversing the 
plaza. He was still dressed carelessly in a dark serge suit 
&om London, ti( flapping free, a collar-end mmed up, a 
strand of sand-dry hair faOcn over his frowning forehead: 
among so many dark-skin!hcd people, the chalk-white of 
his blue-shaven face looked more powdered than ever. 
He strode fixedly, ,on long legs whose nl&scle gave th^ 
a slight handiness', or rather an arced strength, like two 
pliant long-bows. One hand in a pocket, the arm gripping 
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a parcel, he had the air of a man tousled with work, an 
active legislator hurrying to an occasion. As usual, his 
teeth were gripped cheyving a match. 

But however preoccupied his eyes may have been, 
he could scarcely have missed Molly’s wildly waving 
white arm. 

‘Why !’ And equably he said each of their names as he 
smiled, plcasaatly, his welcome. 

‘So you ve yrivcd,’ he then said. 

They all said yes. 

A pause. Major Prescott saved it: ‘And where are you 
— er — staying^ N ■; parking with us?’ 

‘No, Major, a bit upstage for me. However I’m not 
far along the road.’ 

MoSy was making a movement with her chair — a 
space for a chair for Guy. She was just beginning: ‘Guy, 
won’t you . . .’ when Madeleine’s hand came down 
gripping hard on her wrist under the table, an unquesdon- 
•able restraint, as brightly she said: 

‘Now ^hat on earth is diis, Guy? CandlesT"A black* 
mass some place?’ 

She had seen that.the box under his arm was labelled, 
in flowery lettfcring, with words denoting vodve 
candles. 

‘Always so sweet, Madeleine dear. No, I bought them 
purely for their looks.’ 

‘And they are so pretty aren’t they? And how are you 
liking Spam? What do you think of the Spanish people?’ 

‘Sight better than white folk.’ 

‘Guy,’ put in Molly, ‘this is a great day ! We’re having 
a little celebr-^’ 

Madeleine carefully knocked the whole pile of cray- 
fish shells into litr lap. On Molly’s new pale spring skht 
the empty husks of these wet insect-£sh dribbled their 
last salt leavings 
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*Oh it wotdd happen to me! Everything happens to me,’ 
she wailed. ‘And at a time like this . . 

'But Guy/ Madeleine went oij, busily wiping her up, 
through apologies, ‘what about the children? All these 
lovely brown children, you must say they’re sweeties.’ 

‘when they’re not stansing.’ 

‘But you know they’re the very last to be let starve!’ 

Guy was standing all this time. Oli/e Owen was 
vigorously rubbing Molly’s skirt:e‘Novi{, you — I know 
you, come on you dirty skirt you.’ The Major and 
Michael had their heads together on some bullfighting 
matter — occasionally diey glanced up at Guy politely to 
include Him — and in all this Louise found she fcit-safely 
armoured, almost equably distant from Guy. However, 
it was not exactly comfortable. 

‘Children,’ Guy was saying. ‘Corrupters ofinnocence — ’ 

‘The poor mites!’ said Madeleine, keeping it going. 

‘Poor mites be damned. Every time a child is bom, 
honest dealing takes a backward step. Anything to gain, 
'•more fof'the brat. All tolerance to the wall !’ ■ 

*/^at utter nonsense! What about die extra love a 
diild brings?’ 

‘Within the family circle,’ Guy repeated, ‘which be- 
comes henceforth an armed camp.’ 

Madeleine drew herself up now angrily, the biter 
bit. Her cheek-bones flushed red. Guy was beginning 
to enjoy himself. So Prescott felt it necessary to 
intervene: 

‘Extraordinary thing,’ he said, ‘the other day a Spanish 
chap came up and asked Molly the time. Right there in 
the street.’ 

‘Oh?’ 

Theiy was a pause at this. 

Guy looked puzzled: ‘And what time was it?’ he said. 

Fresco^ gathered himself, laughed it off, saw that a 
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dean sweep must be made. He made shifting movements, 
grabbing at his stick, leaning round for the waiter. 

‘Time we were all o^" and away. Waiter!' 

But Guy then said he must be going too, and adding 
he would see them soon again, abruptly walked off. He 
had paid no attention to M®lly. One wliitc hand moved 
out as he went, as if to follow him: she looked strained 
and older.^ 

The waiter jvas standing over Prescott, who now said 
jovially, not bothering to dissimulate: 

‘Now we can have another. Same again? Same again.* 
He added: ‘Whai I can’t understand is what the fellow 
wants* with those candles?’ 

Louise opened her mouth, she was Just going to tell 
them,*then Stopped herself in time. 


After a long luncheon they took a walk about the 
•inner streets of the city. 

Irf the ‘main thoroughfares a busy traffic ^ yellow* 
trams belled against motors and drays, and the clattej of 
so many horses w(jve a leathern strength in between. 
Yet a second ai^ay, by a comer’s turn, the side-street 
was narrow and shaded and quiet, an alley of white walls 
inked with wrought-iron balconies from which flowers 
and soft green creeper hung. 

No more the first confused impression — facets of the 
city’s character distinguished themselves. As the mind pre- 
ferred it, a life of limousines and plate-glass shop-fronts: 
or a sunbaked baroque backwater, tough with palms 
and dark-nyiscled men strutting, smoking, grav?ly 
laughing: or some shaded labyrinth of white side-streets, 
coa>l patios, miniature plazas: or a city of broa^ vistas 
that lead to a Moorish palace, the Gothic cathedral, a 
huge platercsquc government ofllce, or the trge-shaded 
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gateways of a park: or the river, Seville of the Guadal- 
quivir, with dredgers at work in the broad silver-mud 
waters, sirens booming and a jlestroyer of the royal 
Spanish navy flying its red and yellow standard against 
wide cobbled quays: or, over the bridge in Triana, a 
wasteland of gipsies and picked houses of poverty. 

Thus those four wandered — ^the Owens had gone off- 
watching and wondering, and exclaiming at so much 
that was strange: at a little girl-gipsy, ragged and dust- 
caked, but sparkling with Hfe and with her lips rouged; 
at a knifc-grinder blowing his call on the five-fluted pan- 
pipe; at the sudden appearance, among trams, of a cow 
led by a Inan beating a drum. 

More fun was made of Michael’s hair, now drawn back 
in the Spanish fashion. Madeleine insisted on buyin'g him, 
on the spot, a further bond with Spain — a black tie. 

‘Oh no!’ Louise objected. 

‘But my dear they all wear them, they adore their 
death.’ * , 

‘ Some ‘shadow of Guy’s appearance must 'have* still 
huQg over her — for now this emblem of mourning took 
on too large a presence, she suddenly felt frightened. 
She became immediately conscious of the predominance 
of that same emblem all around — black aimbands, black 
ties, the black clothes of older women, even the great 
dark sherry casks. Absurd — ^but her mind was troubled, 
she fell behind the others to speak to Michael alone. 

‘You know,’ she said quietly, ‘it was wrong not to tell 
Guy.* 

‘Tell Guy?’ 

‘About us,^ silly.’ • , 

Michael looked surprised. ‘But didn’t anyone tell him? 
I thought — took it for granted.’ 

‘He ought to be 'told. Madeleine obviously stopped it.’ 

They paused to watch a horseman pass, black Cor- 
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dovan hat firmly down-tilted, his woman in a long fiilled 
skirt sitting sideways behind him. Already they ^ere 
riding in for the Feria (o come. 

‘I suppose she didn’t want any hysterics,’ Michael said. 
‘Just then, celebrating and all that.’ 

‘You think there would ta^e been?’ 

‘In his place I’d have screamed the bloody place 
•down.’ 

‘Micha^ noiv, seriously — he’d better be told. It’s absurd 
Madeleine making him into a sort of ogre.’ 

‘Then let’s tell him. But naturally, in due course. The 
important ihing is not to make a fuss of it.’ 

Louise took a breath and plunged: ‘Look, i^iichael — 
I’ve been wondering whether we’re right after all about 
that, t mean, altogether. Perhaps we should chuck up 
Seville and go off somewhere into the blue.’ She noticed 
his face — and tailed off: ‘Or whatever colour you . . .’ 

‘You’re not serious?’ 

‘Look how awkward it was with Guy thi^jnoming 

‘But it*hardly afiects us, does it?’ 

‘No, darling — ^it’s only that it’s all so uncomfortable. I 
wanted this week to be perfect in every way.’ 

‘So it will be. 1 don’t expect we’ll be running into him 
all that. . . .’ 

‘Oh, but we wiU. You watch.’ 

‘hi a city as big as this?’ 

‘Silly, the centre of the town is its area — as far as us 
tourists are concerned.’ 

He stopped. They were opposite a photographer’s 
window fill! of pictures of bullfighters from past Feiifis. 
To these torqros, as much as te> her, he went on gravely: 
‘But most seriously, darling — ^I’m still sure we oughm’t 
to'run away. IfVe start off by not %dng the first small 
trouble . . . well . . .’ 

‘Michael!’ 


H 
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‘Oh, I know it’d be “for the best”. . . . What is it — 
expedient? . . . commonsense comfort? . . 

^e looked up at him and saw with surprise a look of 
uneasiness on his face. His voice came easily, but his eyes 
were unsure. 

It was instantly plain whSt this was. She hated herself— 
of course he must think she was afraid of Guy, even 
afraid perhaps that she could not quite trusf hcr'self. None- 
of this could be said — so like a child she reached for his 
lapel and tugged it: 

‘Well, let’s forget the whole silly business, it’s trivial. 
We’ll stav. You're quite, quite right!’ 

He only said, though in fact as an answer or as a state- 
ment of bond between them: 

‘Smell.’ 

They had come back past the great buttresses of the 
grey cathedral, past the huge city hall and nearly into 
their own Plaza Nueva, and now suddenly a new and 
overwhclqiing^prcscncc had fanned out on the air. Even- 
mg was falling, it was the hour of the paseo when after 
the* hot afternoon the crowd strolled the cooling streets: 
and now, as if to sanctify that hour, an enormous perfume 
was spreading on the air, a scent as palpable as the hot 
sunlight earlier, the night-scent of a thousand white 
flowers of orange-blossom. 

Among the palms, the climbing roses, the carnation 
beds, this perfumed entreaty to the night added a final 
beauty to the wide marble plaza, to the gracious windows 
of their hotel now yellow with welcoming light. 


The next day was the day before the great Feria. 

The^’ had agreed, over that celebratory manzanilla,' to 
go to a bullfight that afternoon. The Owens had in- 
cluded themselves in the party — ^that been inevitable. 
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Olive Owen had at first refused, having always believed 
this to be cruel sport, but father and daughter had won 
her over, the one contending that one must see every- 
thing while one has the chance, the other complaining 
that she seldom had a chance to see anything. ‘Oh you 
wicked girl,’ Mrs Owen* l&d cried, ‘with your dad 
taking you on tliis trip. All the way to Australia too! 
’Kangarot^ ycJU’ll be seeing! What next!’ Mr Owen had 
said, ‘Let hcr^ie, MS,’ and a light squabble had subsided. 
Molly cared not at all for the opinions of cither of them, 
she was only once more put in the place of an adolescent, 
she wished both of them were a thousand miles away 
and t'his filled her with grim, secret decision. 

Bu^ befose lunch Prescott took Ins wife and Louise and 
Michael alope along Mendez Nunez to another hotel for 
an aperitif. Their own had been an international affair 
from the ’eighties — it was furnished above the tiled floor 
with padded leather sofas, mahogany writing-desks, big 
'brass cuspidors, heavily firamed photogra^G of past 
royalties descending from carriages or later from upright 
early motor-cars. 

But this was \prydiffcrcnt — ^here the southern romance 
had been left pure. Wide enclosed patios were faicnced 
with flashing azukjos, one sat in an arbour of small 
palms, plantains and roses: large oil-jars stood about the 
tiles, a coolness of pottery standing on pottery: black 
bulls’ heads glazed reproach from the walls: a fountain 
played — but Just inside from the mosaic patio there lay 
in deeper shadow a fashionable bar. 

The tables were crowded. This was a mceting-plac«iof 
the high world of Seville, Lisbon and Madrid. It was a 
smart crowd, nonentitous and chic. Coming in from the 
pitio, one hcar^ the high hum of a cocktail jfcrty — a 
claustrophobic sound from which it is strange that more 
'approaching feet §o not turn awa]^. And it s^as like a 
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cocktail party inside. Among glasses and biscuits and 
oli'ves these degant people moved from table to table to 
exchange greetings; as many were thus always standing 
as sitting. But it was not too bad for these English 
visitors — they did not have to stand, there was no host 
to hustle them: instead theyhsul the two positive pleasures 
of drink and the passing theatre of people cleaned and 
dressed for show. And more — the noise/ in ^ foreign 
language, was pleasantly unintelhgble. c 

‘Tomorrow,’ said Prescott, ‘they’ll all be up in their 
little huts on the Prado, you won’t see a sovu here. A 
couple of,iost foreigners perhaps.’ 

‘And the Owens,’ his ^^e murmured. 

‘What an we going to do about them?’ she added. 

‘Do about them?’ the Major said, pouring, more sherry 
from the little bottles, tolerant. ‘They’re not so bad. 
And they’ve got a boat to catch in two or thr^e days.’ 

‘Two or three days! D’you know what that man said 
fo me yesf^-rday? “I saw a lady this morning,” he said, > 
‘‘with a first-class ebony crutch.”’ She paused. ’Only to 
keep the sun off, of course.’ 

They all giggled. But Madeleine’s tongue went on 
pouting: ‘Owen the Umbrella, indeed. The old man’s a 
drunk, Molly’s a scx-mamac, and Mother’s nearly off her 
rocker keeping the party clean.’ 

‘Molly? Nonsense!’ 

‘Well who wouldn’t be at her age?’ 

‘Madeleine!’ 

‘I mean it’s natural. In its way. Trouble with Mum is 
she’s so busy watching she hasn’t noticed a thing.’ 

And Michael said, probably simply to join in: ‘And 
who’s Molly got her eye on now? Who’s the lucky man?’ 

‘Oh tome, Michael,’ Louise said quickly, ‘it should be 
pretty obvious.’ 

Too late he remembered, ‘Oh of bourse!’ There was 
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an awkward pause. Guy might have been sitting there 
himself. 

So Michael tried scntentiously; 

‘The trouble with the Owens is that most of the time 
they behave like a perfectly ordinary middle-class family. 
Then, like many other ^Aitrics, they suddenly catim 
you below the belt. . . .’ 

But Presccltt rose, once more feeling he must make a 
show of beii^ the man in charge, once more having to 
combat Guy’s presence. 

‘Never a truer word. Now if we don’t get along, and 
get soincthmg eisc below our belts’ — ^he tw^led mis- 
chievously at this — ‘we’ll miss the bulls.’ 

they .walked out of the hotel there passed against 
the sun-crcjimed white of houses opposite a posse of a 
dozen riders coming in from the outlying ranches. All 
the men sat erect in short jackets, grey or brown, their 
leather trousers stretched out in long stirrups ; the women 
mostly in black rode side-saddle, a red carnation tucked 
down by one ear, small round casques tilted on their 
brilliant black hair ; the horses were magnificently cusried, 
they trod with^fme dignity the tramhnes: it was a mo^ 
graceful sight. And this was occurring throughout 
Seville. All day long riders would be ridmg in for the 
Fair, all round from the big oudying bull-ranches and 
from cattle-farms and farms of com and sugar and olive — 
from all points across the baked plains and the new-green 
fields a momentum was gathering, it could be sensed in 
the air. 

They lunched offbaked eggs and roast kid, along yith 
the wines and great glasses o^orange juice. No one knew 
that above their heads, in a bedroom on the first floor, 
sf young man vJho had overnight flqjvn in from^adrid, 
where he had jusdkilled two bulls, was kneeling before 
his dressing-table^d praying to the Holy Virgin. The 
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dressin^table, like others all over Spain, had been made 
forjAe moment into an altar. Candles, an effigy, and 
photographs stood upon it. The big cigar-smoking men, 
promoters and aficionados, who had sat watching him 
pull on the pink stockings and lace the tight gold- 
embroidered trousers, had*nOw left him to his prayer. 
Earher the young man had constantly watched the 
window for any changes in weather or wind, scanning 
the sky like a naval lieutenant. Butcinow be was alone, 
on his knees, murmuring to the dressing-table. 

They chanced to see him later, as they were leaving 
the hotel for the fight. In the full gold and rose of a 
matador He hurried through the small crowd of porters 
into his waiting car. Tliis was a dark Hispano-Suiza of 
enormous proportion, a huge high square-cut wagbn as 
big and black as a hearse. The roof was packed with 
capes and sword-cases. Inside a number of grave brown 
faces peered from the shadows — the assistants. The slender 
young mm slipped in among these, the door«losed, and 
the hearse ctrew swiftly off. * 

A, stream of people on foot marched in a southerly 
direction towards the Guadalquivir^ a crowd already 
elated, all arguing points of the corrida to come, laughing 
and strutting, blood already roused in anticipation of the 
tonic ritual as yet unplayed. The Prescott parry followed, 
at first walking awkwardly among so much ferocious 
grace but finally infected by it. By the time they reached 
the bull-ring Michael was able to fight as hard as Prescott, 
who was an old hand, for the small hired leather cusliions. 

Tpiey had good seats in the shade a few rows above the 
barrier and the sand. That wide circle of , yellow sand 
stared up emptily, in its emptiness the more appre- 
hensive/)f things to come. A high resthss murmur and 
movement from the crowd accentuat d this; and a band 
— brass and blue uniforms of the Sod^h — blared a rising 
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pasodoble of military shape that filled the air with holi- 
day, that echoed its bright brassy chords out over all^the 
glittering and expectant tiers, over newspapers and 
gaseosa sellers, over sombreros and cigar smoke and 
coloured shawls and high mantillas and all bright 
dresses of the women, and* up high to where the arena’s 
roof curved against a sky of hard deep blue — but most 

• of all downwards over that wide and terrible emptiness 
of golden sand below. 

That sand made a circle so wide and bare that you 
expected a giant to strut in. So tliat when at last the first 
fanfare was blown and the alguaciles entered they looked 
for a momc,,t grotesquely small, lead figures of the 
nursery floor despite their horses and high-plumed hats. 
But ^he eyes grew accustomed, the illusion passed: and 
now the band played the grand march-in of toreros 
and horses — and all that glittering array of gold braid, 
colour, capes, grotesque tall horses and caparisoned mules 

• entered in its real proportion, with a brave and measured 
tread th^t seemed to fill the vast arena, provoked the air 
with a full flourish, asserted all the stem bravado of what 
ritual had to come* 

Then suddenly, as the body of toreros retired, a 
greater sound *than any before — ^thc no-sound of abrupt 
breathless silence. 

A dead, impossible moment of silence, so short that 
it might never have been, yet of astonishing presence 
and weight. . . . 

A door at one end of the arena flung open and the bull 
crashed in, tossed, stopped dead and stared. 

The ring grew small. Its slnrp black shape shook wth 
power. All bulked shoulders and chest it stood with 
head raised enqdking with its curved horns this wgy, that. 
It was dazzled. It Was fighting mad. Yet standing there, 
locomotive bulk ^acefully poised on delicate Jioofs like 
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the trippii^ hook of a pony, it looked simply inquisitive, 
vagpely benevolent, an animal from a child’s book 
startled but willing to join in the game. 

But that bull was no bull of me buttercup fields — ^it 
was bred for fighting, it was wicked and now its blood 
was up. And this its great dCfUbit entrance was the zenith, 
as the Moment of Truth would later be to the matador, 
of its performance. Proud, defiant, blas^g , angry — a 
proved match for lions. Yet poised 'there ii all its black 
wrath, tail switchii^ like a vmd snake, hoofs pawing, it 
looked in that great arena most of all just lonely, a lonely 
giant. 

Like a slow vice the ritual of the fight closed rouAd it. 
Gold-strutting toreros shouted their *Euh! Euh!’ urging 
at it like a common mule. Capes of bojd magenta 
whirled drawing it always nearer the heavy picadors on 
their gaunt horses. Then the first charge, the rearing 
horse buffeted through its armour, the first wound from 
the wedg^Tended lance: the black bunch '"of muscles 
above the bull’s great head streamed suddenly scarlet — 
and .this curtain of fresh wet red blood blazed brighter 
than all other colours around the arena,^ all of the gold 
and yellow sand and blue sky and glitter: neck muscles 
tom, the great head hung lower. ‘ 

A fanfare, the horses withdrew, a banderillcro danced 
in. Close to the bull, ranning like an athlete he plunged 
his coloured barbs into the black and bloody scrufr of 
muscle: for a moment, arms extended straight above die 
head, long barbs poised, this man looked like a gold- 
ariqourcd warrior ant poised for batde — ^before the swift 
plunge that left the hooks there hanging in the muscle to 
pull at each further move the bull might make. 

And »then — ^for time was short, ia?'the prescribed 
frw minutes the bull was learning /<all the time and 
soon wotdd become too knowledgefill| and dangerous — 
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the matador's assistants withdrew leaving that one slender 
man alone in die ring with his weakening but ever njore 
dangerous oppojient. • 

The passes. Impeccable grace an inch from the slashing 
of horn, bravery of a rchgious kind, grave beauty. Yet 
this particular time not pflrdiy grave — ^for the matador 
fought in the Sevillian manner with an eye to the lyric, 

• a virtuos^ in'^tenting Hoiurishes and playing rather to the 
crowd. Down on afciec before the bull: or calmly, but 
boastfully, turning his back to it. The crowd applauded, 
but gave no ovation: it was like the applause for a 
competent clown. Finally he killed the bull b^dly, using 
thretfswoids. 

The mul(;s came jangling in and dragged out the black 
slack ^oof-i|i-air carcass; the sand was raked over where 
blood had been and everyone sat back. 

‘Well — ^what do you think of it?’ asked the Msyor, the 
old hand. He was careful to look apologetic. 

* They all began to speak at once, saying nothing defin- 
itely, all as yet unsure. Only Owen said nothing at all. 
He seemed to be disassociating himself altogether from 
the question, and Jeept glancing away up at the sky. 
Across the skj drifted several of the solitary, almost 
motionless clouds peculiar to Spain. Louise noticed his 
disquiet — and wondered whether those clouds had 
reminded him again of rain and his business of umbrellas. 
Men are easily distracted by concerns of their trade — 
engineers, farmers, umbrella-makers. Or was it that Mr 
Owen simply wanted a drink? 

The second bull was in the ring and the ritual b^an 
again. The peones started af it with their long capes, 
enticing it towards the picador seated heavy and fat on 
his tall thin horS^-and Louise suddqjily saw how, Avith 
their capes in frontVf them, these vaunted fighters looked 
a little like wom^ with big aprons shooing* at what 
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should have been a goose: their black hats had the shape 
of ^unned-up hair: and, heavens, now as they stood there 
she saw clearly how with breeches, and silk stockings tliey 
looked also like footmen in livery, capes on arms like 
the cloaks of guests! A monstrous comparison — she 
clutched Michael’s arm to •tell him, and was still telling 
him, laughing, when the bull charged the horse, threw 
the picador, and got his horn in under tlie padding and 
into the horse’s belly. Its entrails, fcshly pinK and blue, 
flowed out, and it sank to the ground. 

They gasped, leaned forward, turned away in horror: 
then watched anxiously silent. But Owen stared fixedly 
at a cloud high up and far away. The bull was dis- 
tracted from the wounded horse and now followed the 
pcones in the direction of the second horse waiting 
blindfolded across the arena. The fallen picador was up 
now, stamping his heavy padded boots. He looked at the 
horse, pulled at its bridle. The horse looked back at him 
with a so(p, mildly surprised eye: it sccmc3" to make no* 
complaint, it seemed simply to have been caught un- 
awares during some private business and could not quite 
understand what was now wanted. Lying there with its 
guts piled from its stomach, it might have been a mare 
disturbed with foal. But it soon knew what was wanted, 
three ring-servants jumped the barrier and put their 
arms under its back and heaved. The picador heaved at the 
bridle, pulling its head hard. Wearily it stumbled with 
these helpful hands to its feet and stood. Passively, head 
bowed, it was led away. It walked stiffly, the splanchnic 
m^ss hanging down Just off the ground and swinging 
to and fro. Pale-coloured against all the glitter, this 
looked simply like something private, of the animal’s 
own eweem. It was impolite to watebf " 

Meanwhile the bull was charginj^ the second horse, 
whose pwlding held firm. The pic \escended and once 
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more blood came pumping from the bull’s back. It 
jetted in a good inch of thick foimtain before splashmg 
down the black hide. 

‘Excuse me — ^on’t any of you please trouble — ^I’m 
going,’ came Owen’s voice. He had dragged his eyes 
down from that cloud, glaAcod swiftly at the arena, and 
then kept them cast down among die scats where he was 
picking up his«stick. 

‘You know#’ Presoott said leaning towards him, ‘that 
was a fluke. The padding pretty near always holds.’ 

Owen’s big rubbery face looked ahnost apologetic, 
yet firm. ‘If it isn’t the horses,’ he niurinurcd, ‘then it’s 
the balls. And if it’s not the bulls, then it’s tlie men. I 
don’t care fo,r it. I am not a violent man.’ 

Mrs* Owen’s lips were pressed in dieir disapproval. 
‘You’re quite right. Dad. I’m coming with you.’ 

‘No, Mother, you stay with Molly. You might as well 
see what it’s all about. I’ll see you back at the hotel.’ He 
^hook his head and repeated, ‘You see. I’m simply not 
viol&it nlan.’ 

‘Father was an objector during the first war,’ put in 
Mrs Owen. 

‘Certainly, certainly.’ Major Prescott, who had not 
been, looked uhcomfortablc. Then he peered fiercely this 
way and diat, seeing diat all was right for Owen’s passage 
along the row. 

Mrs Owen half-rose, disapproving but undecided: 
‘Well, I don’t know I’m sure . . .’ 

Molly was ashamed and bored by so much fuss. ‘Oh 
do stay. Mother. Disturbing people,’ she said. ^ 

‘Very well,’ said Mrs Owen* threateningly, ‘I will.’ She 
settled down again, arranging herself with all the com- 
plicated care of >i|mut middle-aged woman, and Jooked 
upj ust in time to l|e the bull sink slowly to the ground 
and. roll over. 
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Photographs of bullfights look grimmer than the fight 
lopks in the ring, the softening glitter of colour is lost. 
A darkness seems to shadow them. And the photog- 
raphers go close up — threats and tense anxieties stay set 
on the dark faces of the toreros, the heavy mass of the 
bull looks hairy against a grifty grey sand. But at the real 
ringside, however near one is, the affair is somehow 
minimized — the whole wide arena lies empty ground, and 
beyond that there are the crowds afid thc'sky to distract. 
There is no photograph frame to limit what action occurs. 
Colour clothes the toughness. Even the bull’s blood, a 
scarlet saddle on a black hide, may look unreal and 
beautiful. It is a spectacle, too, whose true valiles are 
artificial and can only be realized by education. It may be 
exciting, horrific or beautiful without tlii^s: but it will 
not be true. 

Much must be learned. It must be remembered that 
the bull weighs half a ton, and charges with the force 
of a steam-engine: and that it is no ordiiiary bull, it iS 
of a kind bred solely for fighting, and fightmg is and 
always has been its way of life. On the other side, when 
the toreros with their long capes look, as they did 
to Louise, whimsically like gilded fishwives in coloured 
aprons — ^it must be known what risks ’they take: and 
every action of the matador himself is calculated to 
appear calm and elegant and the cumulative effect 
of this naturally tends to minimize the appearance of 
danger — ^uiJcss the spectator can constantly remind 
himself of what really is happening. Quite apart from 
thf varying risks of each pass, the original element of 
danger must be remembered. And each, moment the 
bull is learning, it learns quickly the methods of its new 
strange enemy — ^with each mounting r?bment it becon. es 
more dangerous. 

So those six English watched as fd^ir bulls were killed 
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and the penultimate fifth came into play. All watched 
with varying views, varying imderstanding. Major Pres- 
cott was used to^it, long ago his first qualms had been 
assuaged by no intclhgent effort of his own but simply by 
the habit of watching, and now he watched with a 
professional eye, he enjoyed itovery much. 

Mrs Owen remained in principle disapproving. She 
had always been told to disapprove of tliis cruel sport, 
‘they’ had 'said this and ‘they’ had said that. But in point 
of fact she quite enjoyed herself. She felt pleasandy 
flustered by the novelty of the scene, she enjoyed the 
company of these her new hoUday acquaintances, she 
liked the vvhoic ‘picnic’ spirit of the sunny crowd, and 
she was of epurse interested in the dresses of the neigh- 
bouring Spanish ladies. 

Molly was simply bored. She had been excited by the 
first two fights, but the novelty had quickly worn off. 
She had had her eye on one of the matadors, but after 
Eventing a few romantic encounters with him had 
uscd*him* up. In fact — she wanted action, dSis was her“ 
holiday and she wanted sometlring to happen. She did not 
want to waste time sitting all theaftemoonwithhermother 
watching the same thing over and over again. She wanted 
something to Happen to lier, and she wanted Guy. She 
had also a lot to occupy her private thoughts. Since the 
night of that Ship’s Dance she could and did call herself 
‘a woman’. She thought of this tenderly, sometimes with 
a hard efficiency, but usually with a warmth of sentiment, 
a feeling mixed of wonder and despair — wonder that she 
had crossed a great bridge, despair that the old road was 
left behind. And then suddenly she would remember 
she was due to be unwell in less than two weeks, and a 
g^p of terror w'e^d grip her throat. 

Madeleine Present was enjoying berself, she always 
enjoyed it. It was occasion: as a soldier’s daughter and 
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having spent her first married years as a soldier’s wife she 
ha4 grown used to blessing an occasion: it was the sweet 
of military life. However, at the moment she would 
dearly have liked one of her smart and red-lipped friends 
from London to chat to — Louise was not much use, too 
involved at present. Madele'ine welcomed an occasion, 
but liked also to debunk it. She was one of those who 
stand at the side of the room in a group heady with 
private jokes — the naughty girls’ ^corners In her time, 
earlier, she might have been called ‘fast’. At the moment 
plums kept rising to her mouth that would forever re- 
main unspoken. As to the horses, she felt for them — she 
felt also a healthy impatience for idealizing without 
action: she knew well that die only hope for the horses 
was the growing popularity of el fiubol, which’ might 
finally kick bullfighting clean out of the ring. Every now 
and then Madeleine would wonder about her two chil- 
dren then on their way back to boarduig scliool. Socks, 

, she woul^. diink; socks? ’ 

Michael’s, mmd had wandered automatically over the 
area, had compared it unfavourably with the eighteenth- 
century maestranza at Ronda — bur that was enough of 
that: he was content to sit anywhere as long as Louise 
was at his side. He was still in a state of wonder. He was 
still astounded that Louise had accepted him. Now and 
again he would slyly study her: then would turn away, a 
kind of hopeless smile starting his lips, and ahnost slirug 
his shoulders. ‘"Well,’ the shoulders said, ‘well I’m 
blowed.’ He could not help feeling Uke a small boy with 
an unhoped-for prize: yet at the same time like a most 
middle-aged man, now he had to think more seriously 
of income and houses and the other practical supports of 
life. So>as to the wpunded horse, his hxTi feeling had been 
for Louise— would it have sickenedfher? When he saw 
that this was not so, that she had winVed but soon looked 
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back at the ring to .watch equably another stage of the 
fight, he had relapsed into his own sensations: on fhe 
whole he considered that the horse would otherwise have 
been worked to death, and that this, objectively, was a 
fairly quick kind of slaughter. 

Louise liked it all very lailich. But at that time she 
would have liked anything. She was in love and those in 
love taste a pantheist Joy, the whole of life assumes an 
indiscriminate# splendour: beauties arc more beautiful, 
small comedies of the street more comic, tragedies more 
picturesque than tragic, less tragic because nothing can 
really shadow the time of joy. Thus it was |css cold- 
bloodtdly than too privately warm-bloodedly that she 
was able to pass over the episode of the wounded horse 
so easily. Its suffering was a long way away: all the world 
may love a Tover, but no one is more merciless to the 
world. Thus she sat and revelled in the whole wide sun- 
lit scene. As a good-looking woman she attracted some 
%ttention from the male Spaniards sitting near — her blue 
eyes and delicate dark eyebrows were unusual. A fort- 
night before she would have been either pleased by or 
impatient of the lc')«ig Spanish stare. But now she felt 
nothing. Her feelings were exactly innocent to all men but 
Michael: and so all men seemed innocent to her. She 
carried within herself a kind of sign that said sold. 

Now the fifth bull was in the arena, and it was a big 
bull with long homs and a temper: what is called a brave 
bull. Facing it was the young matador whom they had 
watched leave their hotel, he who had prayed above them 
at luncheon. The bandcrillas were in, and the big btast 
stood hoofing the ground; occasionally belying its size, 
it gave a quiet high-pitched whinny. Tire young matador 
sajmtered towaribwt, red muleta in Jiand. No one but 
those two in the wlijlc wide glare of yellow sand. 

They could havy stood there, watching or ignoring 
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each other, for a very long time. The bull had exhausted 
its, first fiuy, its head was lowered by pic wotmds, the 
banderillas hung now quiet. But (this bull was not tired, 
it was instead dazed and growing more cunning, it was 
going to charge no one just now unless goaded. It was 
up to the matador to goad, lure, present himself for 
attack. He had to invite disaster, then avoid it. The 
danger must be of his own election: very t different firom 
the gladiator fighting for his life •— he bad to present 
voluntarily his hfe to death. 

Now and again this young man, a gipsy from Toledo, 
presented his life. He stamped his foot impatiently to 
attract — ^he looked like a servant rebuking some- great 
black dawdling child: and sometimes as he fluttered the 
red muleta he spoke to the bull — and then it seemed the 
words were strangely confidential, as though these two 
had a secret between them. And indeed they had. How- 
ever, he made no great display of this: he fought rcccs- 
sively, gravely, classically, in the manner of his formal 
masters from further north. Now he developed an arro- 
gant, thoughtful, perfect facna — three passes, and at 
such leisiure, yet so close that whea at last he walked 
away with his back to the panting buU he might have been 
some philosopher strolling from his books, so sad and 
wise he looked. And when the crowd’s great ovation 
came, when the oles thundered the air and the air itself 
seemed to spark like hot gaseosa — ^he raised his head to 
the president’s box and seemed not to accept the applause 
with a matador’s pride or bravado but simply to be 
scanning with inward thought the sky. He was deep in 
the mystery. c 

When at last he took his sword and walked to the 
buU, the bull watched him closely, yrJw waiting to J^ee 
what this strange two-legged magifiian had left up his 
hated sleeve: the great head was dowife^the curved crescent 
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of wide white horn^, sharp and plinthed on a half-ton 
of muscle, moved slightly from side to side, as if ejjch 
horn itself were eyed and searching. The matador pro- 
filed, his thin silver blade raised and pointed, his neck 
arched forwards as he peered down the glinting line to 
the place over and beyond theiionis where, arcing across 
the dangerous points, he must bury his slender stroke of 
death. 

The cretwd# stayed breathless quiet, the moment 
ballooned. Then, just as that matador raised himself 
on his toes and let his body follow across the horns 
to kill — the bn) I charged. The sword disappeared in one 
straiglit lunge into the heavy black mass — but at the 
exact same moment the horns tossed upwards in a giant 
last staff, the matador was too close, it seemed he hung 
legs together over the bull, then the legs widened as one 
horn took his chest and over he went to fall feet away 
crumpled on the sand. 

• The bull never looked to see what he had done. 
Tragically, pauetically he sank to his kiifcs, slowly 
praying like a circus beast, then dripping one last cough 
of blood and tonguc«out pale against the black muzzle — 
toppled over and lay with legs stiff upwards dead. 

Both man anti bull lay there for some seconds. Then 
the matador rose painfully to his feet and looked round. 
His sword was gone but his arm stayed proudly arched as 
if he still held it, and now his other arm raised itself to 
rest thoughtfully on his hip as he considered the beast 
there before him. The transition was done, the man stood 
fertile with all the strength of blood and testicle he h^d 
killed. He turned and walked, now a little stiffly, a little 
wide-legged though always that costume suggests a 
bawdiness, toward. %the barrier. His jjeones had lun to 
him. He was not — li^s gestures said — hurt. But plainly he 
was bruised, shaken.. Above all he had been lucky. Now he 
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insisted on walking round the ring to take his ovation — 
no Jongcr the philosopher but proud and smiling, his 
teeth set in his brown arrogant face like the set teeth of 
a leathern death’s-head. 

All around the crowd waved and stamped and howled 
and drummed; tlirew hats, powers, cigars, money, purses, 
into the ring — while Prescott translated to the otlicrs what 
all were arguing, aguantando or rccibiendo, receivings 
that he killed it receiving the bull’s charge — though 
tliis indeed was by chance and a short charge. Yet 
it was a way of killing seldom now seen, it was a 
wonder. And indeed it must have been — on all the faces 
of that party of English, Mrs Owen included, various 
excitement showed, their eyes were alive and it seemed 
they sat more upright and with straightcr backs in the 
Spanish manner, something had been transferred to them 
either directly from the dark ritual down in the lonely 
arena or from the crowd itself reverberating an emotion 
^^far different from, far more profound tlian the enthusiasii- 
of the orcfiilary audience of a sports-drome. 

Then the fanfare sounded again, and the last bull 
charged in. But the shadows we»*e lengthening, the 
crowd was emotionally spent; and indeed this last play, 
as if it drew a palpable deflation from liie massed tired 
people, was slow and flat and mediocre. It was an anti- 
climax, an unfair flop. 

But as soon as it was all over and the crowd began to 
move off the tiers, that mass excitement seemed to revive. 
Released physically, walking, strutting, there was now 
irifich to be talked of— they all went back in tlicir minds 
to the best moments, relived them, and came swinging 
along the tiers and the passages as excitedly as ever, 
greetkig friends, clapping backs, full blood. 

As with the others all jostled ixg that throng Louise 
passed under the exit arch, she not ujily felt that stirring 
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of blood round hcr—Jjut in fact saw blood. The doorway 
to the butchery stood wide open. Muscular men in blood- 
stained aprons and high rubber boots pulled at heavy 
chains raising heavy skinned hulks of red meat to hang: 
others hacked and sawed: all the walls were tapestried 
with a dribbling tonnage of %tripped carcass from the 
brave dead dismembered giants: the floor was awash 
W’ith blood andi these butchers waded the viscose red in 
their big Soots, while sadly, sadly islanded in blood 
there rose with closed eyes the proud black decapitated 
head of one great bull — it might have been a head swim- 
ming blindlv through a red lake, its body deep h^dow the 
level of the flt^or. 

Tiles, chanv», blood and that one head . . . Louise looked 
in w^ith curiosity — yet she did not mind, she stood there 
calmly and she felt no flinch of horror. Nursing and 
childbirth are truer to a woman than lavender and the 
vapours — a w'oman can stay profoundly and unpitiably 
ifbar to blood and torn flesh. Or perhaps that (^tlier dark 
air of mystery outside held the air so charged that such a 
butchery was neither pathetic nor horrible, simply a 
trivial adjunct? 

They passed on and out. The forecourt of the Plaza 
and the quays beyond bristled with energy. A police 
officer of high rank sauntered his duty chewing a cigar — 
and there was more than fat and muscle emanant from 
the body beneath the tunic. A lady in full mantilla strode 
like burning ice to her car, within her cool brown skin 
and her long erect neck there burned a vehemence of 
eruption: and in the poorly dressed young man whowi 
at that moment she passed, and'wiio neither stepped back 
■ from her nor was expected to, and in wiiose sour black 
eyqs a light now L!-i.2cd — in this man too as in all Others 
the muscle of rout fined vitality could almost physi- 
cally be felt, a son.ething Spanish ^and nothing else, 
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a tough arrogance ahd a loving . dignity baked hard 
in, the hot air. 

Way was casually made for dignitaries and their long 
cars pcnnanted with red and yellow, colours again of 
blood and sun: and for the rich from outlying ranches, 
who now stepped across* tef the line of horse carriages 
stretching as far as the eye could sec. Many of these were 
drawn by five horses, a first chariot fan of three narrow- 
ing to two, all harnessed with brass and^cadiem glitter 
and festooned with bright-coloured wreaths and tassel- 
ling. On the box sat the driver and companion, stiff- 
backed ?nd short-jacketed in the ubiquitous Cordovan 
livery. ^ 

For some minutes they watched this gritty, tough, 
splendid scene and then they turned and left the bulls and 
the mudshine of the Guadalquivir to walk with the 
crowd back into the white streets, to the flowered elegance 
of the inner city and the palmy old Plaza ISUieva where 
already that orange-blossom was preparing its perfume 
for the nigfltly paseo. 

Prescott said, ‘Who’s for the Sanlucar?’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘Bodega. Much favoured by the bull-boys.’ 

‘Anything for a drink,’ they said. 

‘I’m afraid I’ll have to cry off,’ Mrs Owen said. ‘I’ve 
simply got to go to the hotel and sec how Dad is.’ 

‘Fat lot of Dad you’ll find there,’ Molly growled. 
But nevertheless she followed her mother: if it was a 
bore to herd along with her mother, it was even worse 
si/^ing with these others out of her generation and so 
oddly cold, she had noticed, towards Guy. Besides, she 
could escape more easily from the family. And she 
knew Guy’s hotel. 

They walked on and round and i i and out and finally 
found the big old black bodega. It was cool, the dark 
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dazzled after the sun, it smelled of wood and wine. 
Prescott greeted the man behind the bar, shook hands 
with another standing (jlosc, ordered wine. They sat then 
and drank, surrohnded by walls covered witli posters of 
past corridas whose fierce colours had matured with the 
dust and nicotine of years tojo what seemed a blended 
wallpaper. 

‘I don’t suppose you can really blame old Owen,* 
Michael v%s ^ying., 

Prescott slirugged. ‘It was unfortunate. It scarcely ever 
happens.’ 

‘It’s pretty pathetic.’ 

‘TIk; padding’s more so.’ 

‘Yes, yes— this eternal “decline of hullfighting” and 
soon.? 

‘Well — wftat would you prefer, a goring and a pretty 
quick death or a bloodless bellyful — ’ 

‘Father!’ 

• ‘ — of torn ligaments? No blood for the audience, 
enduring pain for the horse. Eye-service, ne filing more.’ 

‘But the sawdust, the way they used to stitch ’em 
up . . . ?’ 

‘Money-grubBing. Bad in the bull-ring, bad in a 
sweat-shop. Intlefcnsible anywhere.’ 

And then began one of those long indeterminate 
arguments on the interminable bullfighting subject. 

The Spaniard whom Prescott had greeted came over 
and joined in. He apologized for his English, but spoke 
it well: yet as a Spaniard feeUng any foreign tongue to be 
unscrious, kept breaking back into Spanish. He was a 
long-faced leathery man, with strong downward grooves 
by his mouth and sad eyes: dressed in sober black, 
proudly polite. Occasionally one gold tooth flasljcd out 
like a jewel in the lialf-darkncss — again like a flicker of 
the fire within. 
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A smell of oil-fry rose from behind the bar — ^with 
each sherry came a little plate of octopus to be pecked 
with a toothpick. Among the vijitage bullfight posters a 
modernist design from the ’twenties Stared above their 
table — all sharpnesses and cubes, strangely Aztec, and 
with its sciiontas incongruously eton-cropped. Enor- 
mous thin-leggcd spiders had woven a dead web across it. 
Only the doorway was truly alive, a rectangle of bright 
light that made it difficult to see wjio entpred — and thus 
it seemed all the more sudden when Owen’s shape 
abruptly stood there, his rubber mouth already moving, 
his voice already thick with the first drinks: 

‘Just slipped out for a quickski while the Missus’s at 
her ablutions — she said you might be here. How goes 
it?’ 

‘Owen, this is my good friend Senol Echevarria. 
Senor Owen.’ 

‘Honoured, Tm sure.’ 

‘Senor Echevarria is a Basque who prefers to bask in 
the sun cKi, Jerez. He is an expert, as the'/ say an 
aficionado of the bulls.’ 

Owen’s face fell: ‘Oh, the bulls,’ )ie said. 

The Spaniard replied politely, thinking to interest 
him: ‘We were talking of the use of the 'pica . . .’ 

‘Pica?’ said Owen. 

‘Yes, you say — lance? The lance the horsemen 
use.’ 

Owen’s eyes fell: ‘Oh tliose horses . . .’ he muttered. 
‘Why can’t they leave it to the toreador, at least that . . .’ 

‘Ah!’ smiled Senor Echevarria, holding up a finger. 
‘Not toreador. Torero, yovi must say.’ 

‘You seem to know a lot,’ Owen said. 

‘One must know all to understand^Por instance — ^ypu 
know what is the mulcta?’ ^ 

Owen frowned. The mention of the horses had irri- 
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tated him. Suddenly he poked his face forward and 
shouted: ‘And what’s a swcdgc?’ 

‘Pardon — a sw . . . 

‘And what’s 2I muffle? That’s got you. . . .* 

The Spaniard laughed. ‘Ah — you’re joking. . . 

‘No bloody fear,’ Owen punted. ‘You expect me to 
know your infernal trade, I expect you to know mine. 
. Tit for blood^j tat. Simple as . . .’ 

Prescott bjoke ip. anxiously: ‘Come on, Owen — 
steady the Buffs!’ And whispered to the Spaniard: ‘Es 
un poco borracho.’ 

Echevarria’s gold tooth glittered amused. But he still 
faced Owen in pi)litc attention. 

‘What’s,’ thundered Owen, ‘what’s . . . a . . . what’s 
. . .’“•he spread his hands out wide as if to invoke the 
greatest, tin? Deity — ‘what’s a Rattan Partridge Crook, 
eh, what’s tliatV 

Prescott’s eyes were all over the place. He looked every- 
» where at once — yet anxiously caressed Echevarria’s arm: 
‘He^nakes umbrellas . . . you must excuse . . ’he whispered 
loudly, ‘umbrellas and walking-sticks.’ 

Echevarria’s composure was perfect. He cocked an 
eyebrow and said quickly, easily: ‘Walking-sticks? Then, 
sir, we have something in common.’ 

Owen stopped and stared. 

‘What?’ he spluttered. 

The Spaniard shrugged and smiled. ‘What but a 
bull’s — you call it pizzle?’ 

Instant rcconcilation. Old rubber-mouth Owen, a kind 
man and weak, a heavy drinker drooling on very few 
drinks, instantly forgot the, dead horses in reverSicc, 
he heard the Spaniard’s word and clasped him by the 
shoulders in gratitude. ‘Good! Bonza! Bully for you — 
cripes, bully, not Half bad either, bully. . . .’ 

There was a general sigh of relief, Louise and Madeleine 
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exchanged a thankful look, Michael went to the bar and 
ordered more wine. Then he quiedy countermanded the 
glass meant for Owen. ^ 

In the next second Guy came in through the door. 

‘Hello, hello, hello! Heard you mention the old Lucar 
yesterday — ’ 

‘Filthy old Lucar,’ Owen was chanting at some pesetas 
in his hand. ‘Where’s my bloody drink?’ ^ 

‘Evening, Lou,’ he said to Louise , alone. ^ 

‘Been to the bulls?’ Prescott tried. 

‘I have. Martorell put up a wonderful show with his 
first. Christ, what a brave man.* 

‘We wVre all talking about the horses — ^what do you 
think?’ 

Guy shrugged: ‘As usual, the horses. Me? I don’f think. 
I go there. Major, as I think you do, to s'ec the finest 
performance. The braver the better — God, I admire some 
of those fellows. But others . . .’ he shrugggd again, ‘I 
suppose some of them could do with a saddle and the' 
•weight of a^^njeador to sec what it felt like V\rherf Mr 
Toro charges. . . .’ 

Senor Echevarria raised his dark eyes to the ceiling: 
‘Horses, horses, horses! Always the English and the 
horses!’ And then made, though still with a smile, the 
standard Spanish answer: ‘At least in Spain we do not 
ill-treat our children. Whereas . . .’ 

Guy interrupted sharply: ‘Whereas in England we 
provide our children with more than shrimps’-heads 
from the gutter, we teach them to say more than “give 
me a peseta” all day.’ Guy did not smile. He spoke as to 
an ihferior. 

The Spaniard smiled gravely: ‘A long question.’ Then 
brightened, ‘Still, I am glad to hear the Schor admires our 
Martorell — ^though 'personally I thought Medina the 
better — ’ 
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‘I still prefer Martorell/ Guy said shortly and turned 
away. 

Echevarria's eyes, wJiich had smiled through Owen's 
small importunity, darkened. 

Michael, determined to treat Guy pleasantly, pointed 
to an empty chair betweefi ^ouise and himself: ‘Come 
and sit down, Harrowby.' 

. ‘Thanks,' Gi^y smiled back. He seemed in good spirits 
this eveniitg. Jdis attitude to Echevarria had simply been 
an English boorishness to a bothersome foreigner. He 
seemed now simply to want to talk idly, pleasantly over 
a drink. He saw the bullfight posters from the 'twenties: 

‘My,' he pointed to the cton-cropped lady, ‘look at 
her!' 

But Just at that moment Owen's voice lurched over 
them, he w9s swinging a drink wide and high like a 
censer: ‘That's right — -just go and sit between the Happy 
Couple!' 

‘Happy couple?' 

MSdelcme had been helping her husbanc; with Senor 
Echevarria. Now she stamped round and cried: ‘Mr 
Owen only means—' 

But Dudley OVen was involved in what he would have 
called speechifying: ‘The Happy Couple,' he chanted, 
‘duly betrothed to Love, Honour and Obey, on my left 
Miss Louise Whatsumame, and on my right Mr Michael 
Whatsisnameforgodsake. . . .' 

Guy sat up. 

He looked round at them all: ‘What's that? Are you 
serious?' 

Louise spoke levelly, looking not at him but at 
Michael: ‘Yes Guy. Very serious.' 

Guy swung his head round too fast towards Michael 
and gaped. He was for once put off his balance: ‘Good 
heavens!' 
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His hard powdered-looking face ^ad gone whiter. He 
w^s shaken, but quickly regained himself. 

‘Well,’ he said. 

‘Well — congratulations,* he added id? an amused, too 
amused voice. 

Michael’s lips pressed ? little closer. But he opened 
them to say ‘thank you’ calmly and distinctly. 

For a moment no one else said anything. 

Then, in the silence, in the dark# beneath the posters, 
Guy began to chuckle. It began somewhere in the back of 
his nose, like a scraping of paper, then took deeper shape 
as it hit l^is throat, fell to his chest and began to shake him, 
so that he raised his head slowly as if the chuckle itself 
was lifting him and finally opened his mouth and let it 
all come out between those strong ingrowing teeth in a 
long, muted laugh. He shook inside with ft, and then as 
it went on slowly raised his finger to point. 

He pointed at the poster of modernist seiioritas. 

‘That 15 the funniest thing, isn’t it?’ 

E very on5*' knew he was not laughing at the poster — 
it was a deeply amused laugh, a laugh at some paradox 
that hardly could have happened a.nd that never could 
be taken seriously. 

He got up still laughing, screwing "his eyes at the 
poster in some pretence of dissimulation — thus in fact 
the more insolent — and then turned abruptly to Owen. 

‘Molly, Mr Owen — I really dropped in to ask — is she 
back at the hotel? We had a sort of arrangement to meet.* 

Owen had speared a fat prawn on a toothpick and was 
balancing it unsteadily towards his mouth. Thus suddenly 
addressed, he rocketed it with luck straight in, but took 
the toothpick in as well. So now he could not speak but 
with the little wood spike successfully caught between 
teeth nodded to Guy, and towards the hotel: 

‘Mm. Mm. M-mm.* 
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He had not realized what had just then transpired. 
Now in a haze he took Guy*s arm, nodded to the others 
with the toothpick still in his mouth, had the presence of 
mind — and indeed the wish and the natural manners — 
to shake the Spaniard by the hand, and led Guy out 
through that rectangle of Itgljt. From the doorway Guy 
gave them all a careless salute of the hand: ‘See you soonP 
An awkward, astounded silence. Only Madeleine 
made a bteatod noise under her breath: ‘Bloody swine.* 
‘Well/ Prescott said, ‘that’s packed up that. Last we’ll 
see of that fellow.’ 

Madeleine’s head jerked round at him and scared, her 
mouth dropped open in real astonishment, eyes peering 
to see whether the sound had been real, that this man was 
really fltcr husband. 
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T he next day was the i8th of April, the first day of 
the great ScviUian Fair. 

For five days and nights now the people of Seville and 
anyone else with the time and money to spare would 
live in a state of fiesta. Each morning a grand cavalcade 
of riders and carriages would grace the avenues of the 
Prado de San Sebastidn, each afternoon a major bullfight 
would epergize the SeviUian Plaza, each evening and 
through the night the whole city would crowd to the 
Prado and spiU colour and dance and sing among the 
countless fantastic tents. Not much sleep to be ha<f during 
these days. Astonisliing quantities of strong wine to be 
drunk. But riding upon digestions as leathern as their 
horses and drawing upon vitaUties dark with sun the 
women and men of Seville show no sign of fatigue as thd 
five days riJb'to their climax — they only regret the day 
it is over. 

To the Desfila, the parade of honcmen and amazons, 
Louise and the rest went that opening day at noon. 

It was smpendous. They had all been left a litde 
depressed by the passage with Guy the day before. No 
one felt this deeply, its unplcasanmess simply itched, and 
dulled the edge of things. But the extraordinary spectacle 
that now greeted them abruptly dispelled every anxiety, 
it was overwhelming. 

Over the many acres of the San Sebastian Prado there 
had been- set up a fantastic summer city of small open- 
fironted striped tents, the little houses, the casetas. 
Between these ran wide avenues decked with triumplial 

E oles and banners, with wreaths and runners of green 
aves and flags and paper lanterns: vistas reached further 
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than the eye could see, the sudden-sprung fiesta town 
seemed endless: it '\l^as conceived on a huge scale, it was 
no Battle of Flowers* for tourists, and now all these 
avenues and houses were filled with a moving, laughing, 
strutting, endazzling crowd of horses, carriages and 
people in fiesta dress difficult to beUeve true in this 
half-measure century. 

Every secoi\d woman wore a froth of wide flounced 
skirt that tihajed her close bodice like a loving dragon: 
every second man wore the short jacket, the sash, the 
high heels and the broad-brimmed hat of Andalusia. They 
were not reviving a tradition, the tradition had never 
been^dead. It was the time of fiesta — and the people 
simply made themselves beautiful as they knew how: 
the reShlt was no succession of carnival shock, but in- 
stead a scene^^f beauty and elegance endless and joyful. 

In strong sunshine, among so many flowers and stream- 
ers and flounces, white bright light seemed to froth and 
•foam — bright white everywhere caught the eye, white 
of skirt, of teeth, of rose, of canvas, of frilled paper every- 
where blinding against the deeper bright colours and 
dark shapes of tents and men and shadow. Sometimes 
a bar-tent scruffy with beer-bottles, here and there a 
camera-bound* tourist — ^but for once the beauty was so 
preponderant that these were scarcely noticed. 

Each three-walled caseta — there would have been 
many hundreds of them — ^was open to the passing eye like 
an intimate stage. Each was furnished from the family 
home — so that one might contain elegancies from the 
eighteenth century, the next a grandfather dockland 
oleographs and horsehair, another a confection of 
wrought-iron and guitars and bulls’ heads. These rooms 
rose one against the other, no more than a jv^b of 
canvas between — ^it might have been some orgiastic 
Ideal Homea Exhibition. Except that none was empty: 
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in each sat and drank and ate members of the family 
who for five days now would male this their home: 
and who later would each play their music and dance the 
formal sevillanas throughout the night*, each on their 
own stage, theatre after theatre for the public eye. 

Along such astonishing ^vtfnues Louise and the others 
strolled and could say little else to each other but ‘Look!’ 
No one had time to rest the eyes but was alv^ays pulled on. ■ 
And yet all this was only a backgrgund— Jfor^it was the 
hour of the Dcsfila, and coursing slowly through the 
wide long avenues of this strange man-size dolfs-town 
passed a stronger condiment than all the rest, the parade 
of riders Snd carriages. • 

No more abundant and leisurely equestrian elegance 
remains in the world today. Round and round theTnile of 
intersected avenues some hundreds of riders 4nd carriages 
wound their walking way. Phaetons, brakes, landaus and 
all others of strange and old design — all painted and 
varnished and brassed and polished as finely as the day^ 
'they were rwde. Carriages of black lacquer piped with 
the colours of a bull-ranch, carriages of good-grained 
varnished wood, yellow carriages and some of a dark 
and ducal blue, carriages with wheel's scarlet-spoked 
and others trimmed with a flash of Iclnon, carriages 
curiously upright like coffins on wheels and carriages 
slung low and ranging like arm-chairs on the sway of 
deep-swinging springs. Yet none affectedly exotic, no sea- 
shells nor camival-cars — all true carriages of the long 
dry Andalusian road. Drawn by brown, black, grey, 
dappled horses or ponies or mules, in teams of five with 
three leaders abreast like a fan, or by a smart-stepping 
pair of two; all curried and dressed and caparisoned with 
tasselling and flashing harness as proud as their drivers 
erect in livery above. And in among these carriages that 
passed in two thick streams this way and that along the 
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avenues the taller life of the horsemen presided — always 
the man with his CJrdovan hat, his blanket, his leather 
chaps and short coat, often with a woman seated side- 
ways behind splaying out her wide frilled skirt like 
layers of foam over the horse’s polished haunch: and the 
women riders too, the amatons, flower behind ear and 
curious round casque tilted forward over the eye, 
habited in braid and high wliite collar and for the most 
part riding f Icgan^ side-saddle. 

So among flowers in sunlight this great procession 
passed to and fro, all exactly traditional, all on a splendid 
Spanish nor^' •'^♦‘he gravely gay. It passed and repassed 
for the morning hours till time for the late Ifinchcon; 
then Prescott led them to a large caseta owned by that 
same EAevarria they had met the day before, and where 
beneath the ftot striped awning to a guttural Spanish 
twittering of a party of some thirty guests they were 
entertained — and again the abundance seemed not of 
these years, the generosity overwhelming — to a long, 
livel)^ indigestible meal. 

At four o’clock Louise and Michael escaped. They 
walked out alone info the nearby park, the Maria Luisa. 
It was strangely^ silent after the jangling of cries and 
laughter, they Walked into a green aqueous calm under ^all 
overhanging trees: as if they had dived from a crowded 
sim-beacli into some immense and shadowy rockpool. 

‘And all that splendour,’ Michael suddenly sobered 
was murmuring, ‘with hundreds half-starved across in 
Triana . . . how far? A few hundred yards away.’ 

‘Still . . .’ 

‘Still?’ 

‘I mean, if there have to be rich, that is, as things are, 
and they arc, aren’t they?’ she was screwing up hgr eyes 
and stuttering, ‘ — then it’s best the money’s splashed on 
something fc'^r everyone to see. . . 
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‘Slap in their faces?’ 

‘They love it!’ 

‘The fed do. The fed-up, no.’ 

‘I don’t know — ^think of something similar, think of a 
London first night — ^the crowds just to watch the dresses 
and so on. It isn’t envy, it’s the dream, isn’t it?’ 

‘The moderately fed can dream. Otherwise the mind 
turns on the horse’s full basm of oats and the empty 
plate for baby at home.’ 

She looked up at him downcast. ‘You win. You must 
win.’ 

‘Yet — ’ he paused, ‘if I was given carte blanche to buUd 
the finest' private palace I could imagine, what would I 
do?’ 

‘Refuse,’ she commanded loudly. 

‘No, build it,’ he sighed. ‘Oh hell.’ 

‘Oh heU.’ 

Walking on, he gestured with his fiUe arm at the 
avenues of green about them. ‘At least tins,’ he said, ‘is 
’blameless — a">d very beautiful.’ 

‘Think of the cost of the fertilizers,’ she grunted. 

He swung round on her: ‘You’re a rotten damn bad 
fiancee — ’ and took her by the back of her neck and 
prodded her face about at the trees. ‘Th/? is romance. 
Look at it while you can. Drink it in. Eat it up.’ 

Then they saw he was asking her to eat up also a park- 
ranger standing statuesque in brown and peacock umform 
like an exotic tree himself and now watching the more 
r^d in amazement. For a moment they stared at him, 
then turned away in conspiring laughter and hurried on 
arm-in-arm down the beautiful avenue. 

Indeed it was beautiful. It was a park of trees, very 
high trees of many kinds, tropical and temperate, palms 
and elms intermingled to make a great high green bower 
through which sometimes a high stream of sunlight 
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fell like a white torchbeam throwing into brilliance the 
white roses that had^limbed to the very highest vaulting 
of green branches. So high these roses had climbed that 
it seemed they Jjiad been scattered in from some giant 
pedlar above, tliey seemed to be climbing down rather 
than up. And thus again Ih^re were bright points of 
white everywhere, a whiteness of flowers scattering like 
stars up and dj(>wn tranquil ccholess halls of tapestried 
green. Birdc sgjig far, up in the heights; and sometimes 
the paths below turned their comers to reveal a blue 
Moorish garden, or a frockcoated statue blindly sleeping 
on its whit^ lua'b^c chair. 

Against this gracious tapestry Louise and 'Michael 
strolled arm-in-arm, more youthful than they were, 
cxchan^ng 5ie pleasantries, inunanently dear but never 
to be repeated; of those in love. Then presently they grew 
serious and began to talk of what had not yet been dis- 
cussed outside their minds, the future. How to live, and 
where. 

Th?y sat down at a table in a curious woodland ca£6, 
all of whose oblong tables were set in single rows along 
an aisle among treqp, and with seats to one side only, 
so that sitting side by side and all customers facing one 
way it felt lik^ sitting in a wide, stationary tram tliat 
never moved upon the green forest beyond. There, to 
the taste of iced crushed oranges, to the occasional 
interruption of a beggar’s brown-cupped hand, to the 
clapping of other commanding hands and the insistent 
song of birds above, they evoked in each other’s eyes and 
on die weathered tabletop visions of a small flat in Lon- 
don, not too central but nearish, of a room with a drawing 
board and another with an electric cooker, of a pied-i- 
terre for the first years until a small house, home-desjgned, 
could be built against the beeches of a Buckinghamshire 
wood: while in front of their sylvan tram there strolled 
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the dark-haired figures of Spain and a gold-toothed 
seller of balloons came to stand, llis stick of coloured 
orbs held high like a fisherman of festive moons in the 
priestly centre of the aisle. 

These moons were coloured turquoise, sapphire, 
magenta, pink and lemot\. They shone against the sun- 
less green, light seemed to breed inside them. And it was 
as these bobbed and sailed, a livid constellation of 
breathless fighting southern colour’s quickly wearying 
to the eye, that a situation endcniic in the lives of the 
young in love occurred. 

They were talking earnestly of the future flat and the 
way of life it would engender. Both, in many matters 
small and large, wanted to give way to the other. It was 
the opposite to the ordinary disagreement, it became a 
sort of Dutch auction of selfless argument. Louise wanted 
to leave the main room absolutely free for her husband’s 
work; the husband would not hear of this, there was 
room for both and he could quite easily work with hei 
there. The question of travelling occurred — ^Michael, she 
thought, should go away as and when he wanted, he 
must study abroad and they would not be able to afford 
expenses for both; he would not hear 6f it — there were 
libraries, he said. But I want to help, she ^aid. And so on. 
Until Michael suddenly drew his hand across his brow 
and said wearily: 

‘Oh for heaven’s sake, darling — ^you can sharpen my 
pencils.’ 

She opened her eyes wide, astonished yet also seeming 
to /eign it, shut her mouth tight then opened it: 

*I beg your pardon?’ 

Again he had his hand to his brow. But tried to smile: 
‘Sorryj, I didn’t mean — areally I didn’t. Must have been 
lunch. . . .’ 

Her eyes, still thus half-pretending surprise, were 
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peering distandy about his face. But suddenly they 
alerted: 

‘Michael, your forehead!’ 

Where he had normally worn a sideways brush of 
hair, and because a day or two before they had played 
at plastering this straight baclj in the Spanish manner, 
there was now an angry new triangle of red sunburn. 

• ‘Your head — it looks awful,’ she said, brusliing the 
hair back iifto place. « 

‘It does ache a bit,’ he said. And she was busy soaking 
a handkerchief in iced orange juice and bathing cool the 
sun’s flush. 

So there they had had the first small row. And had made 
it up. And as.happcns at the beginning, but not later on 
in hfe, 1? brought them closer together; there was none 
of the estranged suspicion that follows a real quarrel, but 
instead a greater ease, a closer humanity between them. 

They rose to go back to the hotel. 

*‘An^ goodbye to those balloons,’ they both said at 
once. And that was a shock, speaking at on -c — pleasant, 
ominous, now laughable. 


Later the Prescotts came back from the bulls, tired but 
elated; and later still, having dined, they all returned to 
die Fcria for the evening. Such a day of fresh impressions, 
and of overeating and of heat, might have demanded a 
quiet evening, but there was so strong an animation of 
fiesta in the air that no one felt the wish to rest, it was 
infectious and beyond all tiredness invigorating. 

They walked up past the slumbering grey elephant of 
a cathedral, then round to where the enormous old 
tobacco-factory plays its baroque opera of urn» and 
pediments and columns, more a place of military splen- 
dour than a workhouse for Carmen, but then — as if that 
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lady had indeed been properly invoked — ahead there 
blazed into being aU the lights and*iantems and banners 
and wreaths of the fair, a different land of colour, a 
splendid erection of garish night that now flashed red, 
green, blue tinsel into the metal tramlines streaming 
towards it. 

In through the great main archway draped with a 
hundred lemon lanterns — ^and then again the lines of 
casetas, now all brightly lit, each an illuminated theatre, 
and now for the first time . . . music! Music everywhere. 
Each of those many casetas playing its own — and the 
discovery that this was a town of barrel-organs, caseta 
after caseta churned its evocative metal music, a jangling 
lovable sound that elsewhere is dying lived again. And 
these played, over and over again, with the true* Spanish 
genius for doing time and again the sjfme thing yet 
eiyoying it, die wistful descending music of the segui- 
difia, the formal fiesta dance. Where thetg was no 
mechanical piano an orchestra of stamping and clapping 
accompanied the hardly heard honey of a guitar and the 
lonely, loving, petulant rise and fall of a voice raised in 
flamenco. And far away to one sidc^blarcd the old steam 
calhopes of a fun-fair. Yet this vast orHination of music 
never seemed to dash. It was as if each little house was a 
separate funnel of sound, projecting only and exaedy 
fi:om the mouthpiece of its open front. Thus as they 
passed along through the crowded avenues there was 
always music but never too much: it seemed soaked up 
in the open air, drowned in so many people, and if stray 
strains and dappings and cries echoed out above the 
lanterns then they intermingled into a moving distant 
orchestration, like the sound of a fair heard over fields 
on a aummer’s night, of their own upper air. 

As with the music, so with the dance. In every caseta 
the chairs had been cleared aside, and seguidillas or the 
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wilder gitana dances filled the floor. Sometimes halfi>a- 
dozen girls in their^gracefiil skirts stamped and rotated 
in unison, a minuet danced by coloured snakes. Some- 
times all sat on tfic chairs and clapped rhythm and cried 
their oles as a man with raised arms stamped his pattern 
of sensual wrath round S yielding, biting, swaying 
pillar of shawl and comb and silk that enclosed the 
•never-seen brown body of his partner, his solo love. 
Sometimcs»th« dancing paused and brass trays of man- 
zanilla brought glasses for the lips that never seemed to 
cease their ole. Everywhere, everywhere ole — murmured, 
shouted, whi-pf'rcd, but never laughed. And in one tent 
owned by a local cycling club, a sullen young man 
played boogie-woogie on his whining, muddled accor- 
deon. But his adventure was drowned in the wide 
Andalusian sch of colour and sound and grace and great 
energetic joy, of prawn-muncliing and spitting and wine- 
toasting, of stamping and clapping and singing, of 
furious swaggering and graceful greeting — of all this 
great fiesta crowd where beneath the lanterns and in the 
flare-hght nobody was drunk yet everybody drank, 
where nobody hurried yet all with dignity danced or 
strolled, where nobody was sick or fought, where the 
air ■vibrated wi?h chained brown love yet none so much 
as kissed. 

That infectious word, that ole, came helplessly to the 
lips of tliose four English, as they passed from caseta to 
caseta. 

‘016!’ plopped the plum in Madeleine’s lips as she 
watched a lean man stamp out a zapatcado, arms r^ed 
above his head like two furious cobras, against what 
looked like a mild Victorian drawing-room with plush- 
firamed landscapes on the wall. 

‘0161’ grunted Prescott as five girls swirled their white 
flounces — ^yet with his sideways eye and his ear on a 
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black-shawled old woman carved from teak who was 
clapping out a rhythm in the iiR:xt caseta, clapping 
correctly with three fingers of one hand into the cupped 
palm of the other. Quite correct, PresQott approved. 

And Ol^! Old! those two newly engaged muttered, 
pulling at each other to see* always something else, dis- 
tracted in the colloquy of two that never rests and 
never really sees: but together, never qqite losing each 
other. 

However, later, quite suddenly, Louise did lose him. 
It was difficult to say how it happened. This was no 
carnival of rushing crowds, no sea of clowns to drown 
in. It whs a sauntering affair, alive but not turbulent. 
Perhaps he was only a yard away, and others, had momen- 
tarily strolled between, a barrier of colour? Pefhaps he 
had stopped a moment, waiting for thd Prescotts to 
catch up? Whatever — she was suddenly alone, and so 
many people standing about or slowly movyjg or con- 
verging from group to group made it as difficult to search 
as in a croiyd moving fast. So much colour, and the 
strange angles of electric light and shadow, confused her 
further. 

But it scarcely mattered. The avenues*wcre set straight 
and met at clean right-angles, it was not l\ke being lost in 
a maze of alleys. She walked on, only vaguely searching : 
in the back of her mind was the reassurance that they 
would cvenmally meet — ^Prescott had suggested food in 
a distinctive place, the gipsy lines. She drifted, occasion- 
ally distracted — once by tlie vista of a green grass floor 
shimng with so many crushed shellfish husks that the 
floor looked made of coral with the grass itself insurgent. 
She hesitated outside the Echevarrias’ caseta, but did not 
like to intrude. 

Then came a complication. Not only one but several 
men accosted her within a few minutes. In southern 
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Spain a young woman seldom walks alone. If she docs, 
she knows well tha# she must never let her eyes rest on a 
man: she knows she is there to be looked at — but she 
must not hcrsel/ meet the watching eye, the technique 
of looking tlirough and past has by tradition been per- 
fected. But Louise’s eyes, eyts of an inquisitive northerner, 
wandered easily everywhere. Naturally the men re- 
• sponded — with insistence. She began to hurry. Hurrying 
with no direction, searching now with lowered eyes. 

Nevertheless she suddenly saw Guy and her heart 
instinctively jumped relief. Her lips opened to shout at 
this famihar b^'acon, ‘Gu . . .’ — ^but then she remembered, 
caught herself, and hurried now hiding on. He had not 
seen her. H5 had been walking with Molly. That might 
mean fhe other Owens were about, she would have to 
avoid them too. She felt more than ever lost, it was all 
too complicated. She had a vision of Michael looking 
for her, following exactly m her tracks, blindly, forever 
^aci^ these avenues. She smiled. Then lost her temper 
and walked fast round the next square of sfccts and back 
down to the gipsy lines to wait. 

And ran straight iuto Guy and Molly. It was darker 
here. Fogged 'with brazier smoke. Weaker lights. 
Darker forms fiverywhere. Many people seemed to speak 
to her at once. 

‘Why,’ Guy grunted, mouth full of meal-cake, catch- 
ing her arm. ‘Look who's here!’ 

‘Hello Louise!’ Molly cried, glad to be found with 
Guy now all hers. 

‘Le 'gusta? Senorito, Senorita,’ urged at her the l^ve- 
voice of a gipsy girl holding out smoking quoits of cake. 
And another tapped her arm, flasliing eyes and teeth to 
come rather to her. She tried to grab herself away l^ut Guy 
held on, his eyes peering quickly above her and around 
througli the smoke-mist to make sure she was alone. 
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‘Have one,’ he munched. ‘But what’s up? New-boy 
deserted you already?’ 

‘For God's sake, my arm . . . and no, they’re coming 
directly.’ 

Molly furrowed up her brow in line after hne of mind- 
less ecstasy: ‘Louise, isn’t it aU wonderful? It’s too good 
to be true, that’s what I say.’ 

‘You’ve lost ’em,’ Guy persisted. ‘I knc(w that face.’ 

‘Please!’ 

‘Ah, but I’ve been wanting a word alone with you.’ 

‘Senorita! Come!’ 

‘Louise, they’re real gipsies . . . look! Let her look, 
Guy.’ ‘ 

‘Molly, I want a word alone with Louise. Just you 
wait here a moment. Look at the pretty gipsies "all you 
like.’ * 

‘Oh!’ 

Molly even in the red brazier light seemed to go white 
— ^but she quickly recovered, pouting ndt to mind: ‘Go orf 
* then, you twq..Don’t be long though — I might be gone!’ 

Guy led Louise away muttering: ‘Too much to hope 
for. . . .’ His grip on her arm was so strong, she had to 
go; to object would have meant a scene, among these 
shadowy forms of courtesy unthinkable. " 

Flares and brazier fires caught brightly at half a face, 
white teeth, the sudden full figure of a gipsy painted and 
jewelled and with the lick of black curl plastered by her 
brow. A hght smoke hazed further what after the rich- 
nesses beyond was a darkly mysterious, eastern place. 

‘l^ow darling, do tell me all about it,’ Guy smiled 
down at her, eyes as easily possessive as ever, ‘don’t tell 
me you’re serious.’ 

‘I’ve^told you I am. For God’s sake let me go.’ 

‘But not with new-boy, you cant be. I know I 
deserve it — ^but really it’s going a bit too far — ’ 
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‘Can’t you for God’s sake understand? 

‘Honestly, it’s hirdly fair on the chap, after all I 
suppose he’s quite a decent — ’ 

‘Fair?’ 

‘You might just have flirted about, had an afiair 
even — ’ 

‘Guy, is it impossible for you to see that this — ^has — 
• nothing — to — do — with — ^you?’ 

His eyes«wore wisely knowing: 

‘No rebound? No lady-play? No make-big-boy- 
jealous? Come off it.’ He hugged her again. ‘Come 
right off" it — 1(’'' gone on long enough. Let’s get together 
again.’ 

They had £ome to the end of the alley. There was no 
further way to walk. Only a fence, and then darkness. 
She was tired of talking, it was impossible to go on 
giving the same answer. For a moment she stood there 
at this dark end and then quite slowly, as if it were the 
flatur^ thjng to d5 at the turning-point of a walk, began 
to propel him back, purposely strolling. G ^y let her, he 
was still talking. 

‘. . . let’s forget it«all, we’ve been togedier a long time, 
we know each other so well — ^you know, Lou, 1 need 
you, I do nccci you very much. I know I’ve behaved 
badly, you’re damn right I have, and I’m sorry. I’m 
going to try and make it up. . . .’ 

His head was hanging over her as they walked, she 
knew his lips would never be closed as they spoke, 
always staying somehow half-open as though another 
voice spoke within his mouth, and his eyes like those 
lips would be set on her, munching at their leisure. 

Beyond the ordinary words the voice was low and 
persuasive, she knew that tone and remembered* how 
much at other times it had affected her . . . and suddenly 
some last resistance in her broke, she felt absolutely and 
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finally tired. Too tired even to continue her pretended 
stroll, to get him back to the main jasetas. 

She stopped dead. ‘Guy,’ she said, looking up at him, her 
face suddenly blank, as if a pain held her somewhere 
inside, ‘I thitik I’m going to scream.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Let me go, quick. I’m going to . . .’ 

He let go her arm. He looked truly startled. 

She pressed her chin into her neck — teyn^g not to be 
sick, swallowing her scream? — and then looked up at him, 
her face white m the flare-light, and with a queer weak 
twist to ^er lips said in a small voice: 

‘I’m sorry, Guy.’ 

For a moment a real kindness softened his eyes: 

‘That’s all right.’ 

She swallowed, looked round dazed. CXiuds of frying 
fat rose blue against the dark green and red dress and 
the dark skm of a gold-banglcd gipsy. No longer Spanish, 
now Hmdu. Vaguely she saw — ^but Without^ surprise-^ 
that the sella” of coloured balloons was there too. They 
bobbed and shone against the dark. 

‘I mean, you know, about screaming,’ she said. ‘Silly.’ 

‘I know.’ * 

‘But the other . . .’ she gestured a kind of shrug of the 
hand, ‘. . . that’s fixed. I’m in love with him.’ 

She turned and started to walk away. 

Guy’s hand went out to her arm, but paused. He 
looked simply puzzled. For the first time he must have 
realized that she was in earnest. 

■But Lou . . .’ his voice sounded, for him, appealing, 
nearly lost. 

He hurried after her and began to speak quickly, 
urgevtly regaining himself: 

‘Darling, what am I going to do? How am I going 
to—’ ‘ 
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A cry ahead. Michael’s face welcoming, Madeleine 
waving, Prescott liiAping behind. 

Michael hurried up and took her hand: ‘Wherc’ve 
you been? W9 wondered whatever had happened! 
What’s—’ 

Then he saw Guy and stopped. ‘Oh. . . .’ 

Louise made a kind of half-sigh half-sob: ‘Michael, oh 
•Michael . . .* , 

He laughed* down at her: ‘Here, it’s not so bad as 
that!’ Then he frowned, looked up abruptly at Guy: 
‘Or is it?’ 

Molly piped in: ‘Guy and I were just having these 
dough-nut things and Louise found us, she’d been looking 
everywhere fqr you, and — ’ 

Louis'b regained herself: ‘That’s right, Michael. I’m 
sorry to be so silly. I Just felt lost.’ 

‘Well, everything’s fine tlien. We can move on,’ 
Prescott said, edging them away. 

• Guv stood curiously alone in all that crowd. ‘Yes,* 
he said in a sing-song voice, ‘everythmg’s fin i now you’ve 
got new-boy again.’ 

No one answered. Flamenco from a near caseta seemed 
to swell up wailmg all around them. 

Then Prescott grunted: ‘Control yourself, Harrowby.’ 

‘Siding with new-boy against old friends. Major? 
What kind of a thing is that?’ 

‘Oh Guy, be quiet,’ Louise said. And pulling Michael’s 
arm: ‘Come on. Let’s go.’ 

Guy began to chuckle. To no one in particular, more 
to himself as an inward thought, he said aloud, chanting 
and chuckling: ‘Louise Carey, Lu-lu Carey, Lindy Lou 
Carey — lovely.’ 

‘Oh come on,* Louise said. ‘For God’s sake.’ 

Michael stood still. ‘No. Wait.’ 

He fireed his arm and walked up to Guy. 
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'Old Modier Louisa bloody Carey/ Guy still chuckled. 
‘Well-well.’ 

Michael said levelly: ‘Listen, Harrowby. First, you’re 
going to leave Louise alone. Absolutely a^id from now on. 
Secondly, you’re going to keep that mouth shut. Under- 
stand?’ 

Guy smiled at him, a lo'^g hungry smile. 

'Mister Louise Carey,’ he said, nodding«the words now 
openly as at a rhyme. 

‘Shut up!’ 

No voices had been raised. 

No oge passing noticed anything unusual in these 
two talking in a foreign language, one of them amiably 
smiling. The flamenco was crying high, ihe clappmg 
seemed to quicken, the balloons bobbed turquoise and 
pink and lemon and sinful magenta againJt the sky, the 
gipsies in their smoke stood roimd like Hindu myths, 
grey circles beneath dark eyes, Indian muddiness of 
skins, smiles hquid and never Spamsh.* And A^cha^l pift 
his hand to hfs head, as if it ached — and snapped: 

‘Then I’ll teach you.’ 

Louise screamed, ‘For God’s sake don’t, he’ll kill . . .’ 

But already Michael had swung at Guy’s jaw, Guy had 
dodged, and then it was over before it liardly seemed to 
begin — dark low a vicious kick in the groin, wind-punch, 
then a sledgehammer on the neck that knocked Michael’s 
face dowmshly sideways and dropped him like a puppet 
sprawled deadstill on the grass. 

Standing over him Guy made two movements, both 
exactly at the same time — ^he put his bruised right hand 
up to his mouth and ground hard with his heel on the 
sprawled crutch beneath him. Then he mmed and walked 
away* He walked with long strides not too fast, hurrying 
but not wishing to seem so — and then Prescott’s stick 
came thrown wild and wide by his ear and he shot 
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forward in a sprint, dodged round people, and was lost. 

It had all happened too quickly. No one had time to 
intervene. Even then there might have played that instinct 
to leave two men to fight their quarrel themselves. 
Prescott alone had at last moved, and he for a soldier 
surprisingly slowly; but he was lame, unused to sudden 
movement — he had stumbled forward and too late 
thrown his sti^k circling at the back of Guy’s head. 

But nowkdiey were all gathered down round Michael’s 
body. Louise raised his head, it slopped stupidly in her 
hands, and tlien undid his collar. The triangle of red at 
his parting like a bruise in the firelight. ‘He had a 

bad head,’ she kept repeating, ‘. . . he was ill. . . V 

A crowd Jiad gathered and all were talking at once. 
Spanish*rattlcd harsh and hard in argmnent. Then a short, 
compact, contained man pushed through saying he was a 
doctor. He bent down and sounded Michael. Prescott 
whispered in his ear where else to look, the doctor 
glanced qp quickly and ordered the two women away, 
and then opened Michael’s trousers. 

His lips pursed, he looked round at Prescott and said 
softly: ‘Ambulancia.’ 

Louise saw Prescott barge out of the crowd, muttering 
‘ambulance’ ancl in Spanish ‘teltfono?’ to a man standing 
there. He was gone before she could ask him anything. 
She pushed through to the doctor: ‘What is it? Is he bad?’ 
But the doctor did not understand. To placate her he 
simply placed his hand on her arm and nodded rcassure- 
ment. 

There was suddenly a commotion outside the ring of 
people who now no longer stared down at the body but 
talked and gestured loudly to each other. The body lay 
useless, disregarded. And now an angry grey-glaired 
man stood there with two children — a little boy in a grey 
cardboard sombrero, and a little girl dressed in a minia- 
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ture Sevillian costume; hair piled up in neat black coils 
round a miniature comb, and wh<s was now ruefully 
rubbing a big egg of a bruise on her forehead that seemed 
to grow larger every moment. 

‘Who threw that stick? Where is he who threw the 
stick?' the man kept shouting. 

Those nearest him turned and explained all at once in 
high voices, while others consoled the (;liild. The man 
still kept shouting. The little girl, till now fascinated by 
this new strange egg on her forehead, now broke into 
tears, so terrible did these big people make it seem. 

‘Why can't he stop? Why can't they move Michael?' 
Louise whispered. Then: ‘Poor sweet thing,' and Made- 
leine hardly knew to whom she referred; she simply 
kept holding hard on Louise's arm, and thus they both 
stood above the body, waiting and unable^to act. 

A few yards away the gipsies were serving hot chocolate. 
MoUy too stood some yards away, alone. Heiueycs were 
still on the dark place where Guy had disappeared, shft 
stood stocksti^hand her face shone with worship. 

Now at last that angry father understood, but did not 
forgive. 

‘Los extranjeros !' he grunted. ‘Forei^ers!' and spat. 
Then took his manikins one by each hand and walked 
away, less like a man with midgets than a wayward giant 
led by well-dressed adults. 

The stretcher came, and with it the police. While 
Michael was being carried away, an officer began to 
question Prescott. Prescott opened his mouth and paused, 
perplexed. He looked hard at this police officer, at his 
taut grey uniform and his black-holstered revolver. His 
eyes shifted to the ground. 

Lotties take the strangest hold. Just as Carey had 
struck out at GUy with a ‘clean' left, automatically ob- 
serving the educated decencies of civil combat — ^now 
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Prescott found himself hesitating to put a personal 
acquaintance in the hunds of the police. One would have 
thought, short of bursting a blood-vessel, that pure 
disgust would have played strongly enough to give at 
least Guy’s name and address. But no. Had Guy remained, 
Prescott might have tried to till him with his own hands 
— and been near-killed as a resiflt. But Guy had gone and 
here was tliis yoliceman. However disgusted he felt, 
Prescott fclt«a greater disgust in handing over a man 
who had once been a friend. He found it impossible. 
Friends, acquaintances can get away with a lot . . . 
with almost aryfhing bar murder and large sums of 
money. By trading on ‘better feelings’? On the* strange 
guerilla impujse that protects against the legal forces of 
protectioh? But Prescott’s impulse was simply that he 
should not be sneak. Long ago his School had whipped 
into him strangely conflicting ideas — die rightness of 
authority and the righmess of banding against it. Even 
rife masters and dlfc prefects had despised a sneak. But 
so also, though they have to listen, do the pcjhce. 

Thus on that distant Andalusian field the Major for- 
bade himself to be % tattle-tale and stammered: ‘I don’t 
know. A strangef. A drunk.’ 

The officer ttfok Prescott’s name, and that, with its 
residue interrogation, suspicion and supposition, was 
that. 

At last he was free to leave with the others for the 
hospital. As they left they noticed Molly standing there 
alone. ‘You’ll be all right? You’ll go on home? Taxis 
arc over' there,’ Madeleine called, pointing. * 

Molly just nodded. A moment later a man from the 
crowd of onlookers smiled at her and gestured towards 
the caseta where chocolate was served. Molly lo4>ked 
away with deep scorn. For a moment she was almost 
Spanish. She was profoundly proud, from now on there 
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was no man in the World but Guy, all others trash. 
Her judgment was at fault — but Molly in that moment 
was filled at last with something like an adult dignity. 

In the taxi to the hospital there was silence. They were 
anxious, horrified and ashamed. Louise put her hand on 
Prescott's, pressed it hut still said nothing. 



vn 


T he next day at noon Molly was writing a letter 
when her mother, spcaldng to her dressing-wrap 
girdle, drifted into the room. ^Wicked thing,’ she cried, 
what’s come o^er you?’ The girdle had caught its tassel 
under the d(|pr» 

Molly looked round scared, at that moment she had 
been engaged upon a matter now dangerous. Her hand 
grabbed op^" » » cr the letter — ^but when she saw her mother 
strugglmg with the tassel, carefully paying out tTie cord, 
crouching like a fisherman with his line, she removed her 
hand and calmly closed the cover of her writing-pad. 
She took up a hmrbrush. She even moved clear away from 
the dressing-table. 

‘Hello Mums, how’s tricks?’ 

*‘Shc^didn’t have^a very good night again, your poor 
ma. But there.’ 

‘It’s the climate.’ 

‘It’s your father,’ .her mother said curtly. They ex- 
changed a few fiiore morning pleasantries, then Mrs 
Owen gave her daughter a long sharp mother’s look 
"You've been lookmg a bit peaky lately, dear. Feeling 
quite all right, love?’ 

‘Right as rain, Mums. Whatever do you mean?’ 

‘I only thought-’ 

‘But I look dl right, don’t I? Poo but it’s hot.’ 

‘I don’t know. It was just a little something about you.’ 
‘Old worry-guts.’ 

‘Were you out late last night, dear?’ 

Molly’s voice instantly sharpened: 

‘And what if I was?’ 

The matter was an ordinary contention between them. 
L i6i 
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Wisely, remembering that in any case this was a holiday, 
Mrs Owen steered war. 

‘Well you must teU us all about it later. Are you goii^ 
out this morning?’ 

‘I’m dashing straight off,’ Molly said, brushing hard 
at her hair, being suddenly busy so that her mother 
might leave, ‘to get those nylons before twelve when 
they shut.’ 

‘What are they thinking of shutting then ?t that hour?’ 
Mother soothed. And then: ‘Ah, my writing-pad that 
I’ve been looking all over for.* 

It was indeed the mother’s writing-pad. And her 
hand had already grasped it. ‘I’ll go along and get a line 
off to Auntie Frobisher.’ 

A chill gripped in MoUy. There inside was the half* 
written letter to Guy. 

‘Oh but Mums I’m just going to write. . . 

‘But you said you were going out!’ 

If she asked for her letter back her mother would open 
the pad and in a second read it, she knew her. If she 
snatched it herself it would look secretive, it would 
provoke a dangerous kind of fiiss- And in the same 
instant her mind alerted by guilt remembered how 
writing on blotting-paper can be read through mirrors, 
and it was a new pad with fresh blotting-paper, her 
letter was imprinted there in permanence. She tried to 
be casual: 

‘Oh Mums, leave it for now. I’m going to write soon 
as I get back. I know. I'll start off the letter to Auntie 
Frf>bs.’ 

‘Now dear be quiet, your mother likes her own pad. 
You just ring down to the desk and tdl them to send 
somp notepaper'up to you. Each to his own, you know.’ 

*Oh Mums, retuly* 

She quickly went over in her mind what she had 
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exactly written, words that meant for her one thing, yet 
words she thankfully realized that gave nothing too 
much away. Something curdled inside her, she felt sick 
at the thought of her private words read by her mother — 
but even' that whs better tl^ provoking by a fuss any 
larger meaning. Her heart was beating hard but she 
assumed instant nonchalance: * 

‘Very well i^you like, it couldn’t matter less.’ Then 
she clattered* up and down: ‘Now I must hurry !* 

Mrs Owen wandered out and along the passage to her 
own room there sat down with the pad at her 
dressing-table. She then got up and looked all ^und for 
her pen, and then saw it right by the pad on the dressing- 
table. She shook her head at herself: ‘Remember re- 
member the fifth of November,’ she said. 

Her mind filled itself widi her sister, Agnes Frobisher. 
She saw Agnes sitting far away in Cardiff opening this 
letter from Sunny Spain. Then she saw Ag walking with 
the leyer iji her big through the Castle Arcade, and then 
she began to wonder whether the green an4 cream wood 
there had been kept freshly painted, and how safe and 
cosy it had always socmed there under the glass — -just like 

a rainy day always . . . how Father had loved it 

Meanwhile her hand had opened the cover of the pad 
and Molly’s letter lay right there before her eyes. But 
her eyes were far away, her pen poised thinking. 

Yet a minute later she sighed and pulling herself to- 
gether looked down. She was startled to see she had 
already started her letter. 

‘Whatever’s coming over you? I don’t know, really — ’ 
Then she read: 

‘My darling darlingest,’ 

But however could I call Ag that? 

And quite clearly she saw it was not her own writing 
but Molly’s of course, and alertly read on. 

163 



A BED OF ROSES 


*tm writing this iit a hurry in case I can't see you at the 
hotel after last night. Guy, Tm afraicli'‘hey’ll stop me from 
seeing you, but sweetest I wilU all I want in the world is 
to be in your — ’ 

There the letter broke off. 

Mrs Owen stared at it, all absent-mindness gone, but 
that mind now confused Svitli a dozen new conflicting 
thoughts. Dear little Molly, her first love letter. Poor 
Molly, falling for such a man, besides he iva^ too old for 
her. But me, for shame, sitting here reading her letter! 
Now Tve done it — how can I pretend I haven't? — what 
should a mother do? And I don't like it, there's some- 
thing about it, there's more than meets the eye. . . . 
‘In your . . .' — surely Molly could not have ...?... no .. . 
but then, she's not really a little girl any longer. \ . . 

Mrs Owen’s face grew absent again with thought, her 
mind played with memories of her own first love letters. 
She remembered the boy distinctly, and theq sensibly she 
brought herself back to Molly, carAully covered tlte 
letter up, rosy, and went out to find her husband. 

When Molly would come later to the bedroom she 
would say she had ‘dropped right ofl' to sleep again, and 
poor Auntie Frobs would never get her better’ — and then 
give the child a chance to tear the letter ‘^ofF herself, as if 
it were unread — and meanwhile she would tell Dad to 
go along and have a serious word with Mr Harrowby at 
his hotel. Much better than forbidding Molly, with all 
the bad feeling that would follow. Anyway, thank 
heavens they'd soon be aboard again for Australia. 

Py now it was nearly one o'clock, there was still an 
hour before the late Spanish luncheon but already Mr 
Owen slightly swayed as he stood on the front step of 
the hotel. Three or four sherries had slipped his light 
head just across the intoxication line; and so he stood 
now in the hot shade of the portico feeling that all 
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was well with the world — a barrel-organ played the 
ceaseless scguidillat beneath Ae nearest of the great 
palms, three enormous motor-coaches debouched a 
crowd of interesting newcomers from Portugal, and in 
his hancf he helcl a wire £rpm London telling him that 
berths were booked in a snip passing through Gibraltar 
in three days’ time. His mina moved with pleasure over 
Ae rattan sunjplinds, like old brown mats, that hung 
down over iicarby balconies. He liked this preoccupation 
with shade. It was a side-line compared with rain: but 
one could sec possibilities. All his working life, when 
normal " prayed for fine weather, he had grayed for 
bad: when others greeted each other wiA ‘Fine morning 
again,’ he had only truly smiled when the world was wet 
vsdth ram. So this, in more senses than one, was a holiday. 

Mrs Owcn*‘ found him thus smiling and swaying. He 
waved the cable at her and sang out that everything was 
right as rain. It was a family joke. But Mrs Owen was in 
no njooci, she clicked her tongue at him and went 
straight on to explain this new concern abjiur Molly. 

Owen’s whole face darkened, furrows scowled deep 
clefts round his rubbery mouth. An hour before he !iad 
met a weary Prescott in the lounge and had heard all 
about the previous night’s episode: and how Carey lay 
seriously injured in hospital. Owen had been brought up 
in a tough part of Ac country, in the streets of Cardiff; 
he knew Ac worst of street-gang fighting, and he had 
always hated it. He heard about Guy with loathing. 
Moreover, Guy had borrowed five pounds’ worth of 
pesetas from him the previous afternoon — on some4>lca 
of Ac cashier’s office at his hotel being closed. He had not 
liked Prescott’s wearily sarcastic laugh at this. But with 
his morning sherry he had already forgotten ab^ut it. 
Now he remembered. 

His wife was saying: *So I think if you don’t mind,^ 
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Dad, you ought to go along and have a word with him.' 
And men added, unsure of his condition: ‘Perhaps after 
your dinner.’ 

Owen thumped the cablegram into liis pocket. ‘By 
all that’s holy, Ma, I’ll sec tl\e bugger nbw!’ 

‘Oh Dudley, not before . . .’ 

His mouth went liard. liis jaw stiffened, and a worried 
look took his eyes: ‘You haven’t heard all, Ma. That 
chap’s a bad lot.’ 

He walked straight off towards where Guy’s hotel was, 
only once calling over liis shoulder, ‘See you at dinner. 
Two sharp!’ 

The pavement along the noon-busy street was narrow, 
he kept having to step off to let others pass, and a small 
old lady followed him all die way whispering behind 
him: ‘Senorito, Senorito.’ He stopped and"gavc her two 
peseta pieces. It was frustrating, he wanted to be carried 
straight on by the momentum of his anger. The sunlight 
was hot, white, hard. The need for a drink, came, he 
crossed the SV^ct to a big busy bar and ordered two 
sherries. My Molly, he kept saying to himself as the 
warmth rose. ‘Two more,’ he said to the man chalking 
die price on the bar. He stood there, drinking now more 
slowly, staring at two Ai sauce bottles, bright exodcs 
to the bartender, that had been placed decoratively one 
at either end of a fine long row of liquor flasks, feeling a 
true pity for Molly and a stem wish bred less of anger 
than a desire to wash his hands of Guy, as if he were 
simply unclean. Owen was truly pacific in his nature, 
andtas such it never occurred to him that Guy, though 
so viole-’t on the previous night, would harm him. He 
felt so instinctively his right that he did not even bother 
to fb^sec his opening words. He ordered one more to be 
on the safe side — ^but only one as a measure of discipline — 
^and left. 
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The man at the hotel desk thought that Sehor Har- 
rowby was in. He \feD.t upstain to find out. Owen was 
left in the dark vestibule among cane chairs and a smell 
of dusty leaves. He began to feel thirsty, but calmed him- 
self. The’man caW down and said: ‘No, he is out.’ 

But then Guy’s face came over the banisters of the 
little stairwell — ^he must havi come quiedy out to see 
who it was — a^d called out: 

‘It’s only jrou, Mr Owen? Come up.’ 

Owen murmured his thanks and, unsmiling, climbed 
the dark stairs. But Guy’s room was suddenly sunlit, 
he stood bii ■'king at the unmade bed and coughed. 

‘And to what do we owe this exceptional pleasure?’ 
Guy was smiling. And then his eyes darkened amusedly: 
‘Surely not to collect on our little loan? So soon?’ 

‘No,’ Owen said, blinking to focus in the bright light 
on the man before him. Guy wore only his pyjama 
trousers, there was a straggle of colourless hair on his 
chest ^d.beneadf his armpits, and this gave the crushed 
sheets a further intimacy. As with all small morning 
bedrooms it was like entering the lair of an animal. It 
should have smelled, but it did not. ‘No, not that at all,’ 
Owen repeated.* 

Guy had a cigarette in his mouth and let this flop down 
as he raised one eyebrow, staring then in question and 
saying nothing. Owen’s expression was by now quite 
clear to him. 

‘To cut a long story short, Harrowby — ’ 

‘Yesterday you called me Guy.’ 

‘I’ll not beat about the bush. I’ve come to see ^ou 
about my daughter.’ 

‘Molly?’ 

‘I don’t want you to see her again, Harrowby.’ ^ 

Guy sprawled back on the bed, lolling easily against 
the crushed pillow. He put his hands behind his head,, 
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those armpit tufts studc out obtrusively, he smoked his 
cigarette not moving it from his mftuth, the ash falling. 
Meanwhile Owen was leit standing in the middle of the 
room. 

‘But Owen — ^why? I’m very fond of little Molly. A 
bit.* ^ 

‘You’ll not see her agaiii and that’s flat.’ 

Guy smiled: ‘Aren’t you being a lijtle severe?’ He 
peered suddenly hard at Owen, and gesture^ to a bottle 
on the washstand. ‘And won’t you join me in a little 
drink? Fundador — good sherry brandy?’ 

Owen’s throat in tliat sun-dried room rasped dry, his 
alcohoh^ veins ached. His eyes glanced automatically over 
at the bottle — ^but he got them back sternly to where 
Guy lay. He felt affronted by this sprawling nudity. He 
despised it, and stiffened his muscles th» more firmly 
within his clothes. But at the same time he felt vaguely 
like an inferior in front of some master at ease. 

He said firmly: ‘I’ve just heard aboift last night-j-’ 

‘Oh — that.^. » . And did you hear that he hit at me first?’ 
‘You’ve put that boy in hospital, Harrowby.’ 

‘A lesson.’ , 

‘You didn’t fight clean. And I doubt you live clean. 
My God, if I were your age again. I’d . 

Guy gave a great sigh: ‘Yes, you’d knock the lights 
out of me. Really, Owen, you’re getting rather tedious.’ 
‘Young man. I’d be careful what you — ’ 

‘Besides, your daughter’s over twenty-one. Old enough 
to look after herself, I believe.’ 

‘J don’t care tuppence what you — ’ 

‘In fact a lot more able to look after herself than you 
are.’ Guy threw down his cigarette and raised his voice 
impatiently. ‘Look at you, you old soak.’ 

^V^iat’s that?* 

‘You poor old drunk — ^you can’t even look after your- 
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sdf, let alone the girl. Who the hell do you think you are, 
laying down the blpody law?^Whcn have you bothered 
to keep an eye on your innocent little daughter? You 
can’t see straight in any case.* 

Owen* choked. His woiji blotched face surged with 
red, his eyes behind their water seemed dully to blaze, 
but he could only stammer: ‘Tou . . . you . . .’ 

‘Look at your fat soaker’s pot-belly! Christ, I can smell 
your breatl^ fnom here. You stupid old man — ^for God’s 
sake get out!’ 

The drink had indeed begun to rise in Owen’s eyes. 
And he felt v'oik and ashamed. He stared hard away 
from Guy, anywhere away from Guy and the bottle of 
brandy on the washstand. At the table by his bed. And 
found himself looking at four long red candles. Candles? 
How could a«y man have such candles? Why? His eyes 
went up to the ceiling, and saw not one but two electric 
bulbs. Then why? 

Guy wjs carryfiig on: ‘Get out you old clown. . . . 

But why candles? Owen nervously put ^iis hand in his 
jacket pocket. He felt the cable — and made the last 
attempt to have a last word. But his voice faltered: 

‘Well, I’ll thaflk heavens above we’re sailing Saturday.' 

‘Mmni,’ Guy crowed at him mocking like a school- 
boy. 

‘And that’s the last you’ll sec of Molly, whether you 
like it or not — ’ 

Guy laughed: ‘I don’t like it all that much. Daddy 
dear.’ 

Owen suddenly paled. A fear so far unspoken ros(fc he 
looked helplessly at Guy’s hard chest, at his rumpled 
pyjamas — and a lump came in his throat. He said in a 
pleading voice: 

‘What — ^what have you done to her?’ 

Guy was lighting another cigarette. He looked slowl)^ 
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up at Owen, thought a moment and said levelly: 
‘Nothing that Molly didi^t want hefself.’ 

‘What do you mean? I don’t know what you mean 
. . . I . . 

‘Oh nothing,* Guy said suddenly impatient,* tired of 
baiting a beaten figure. ‘Nothing at all. Now please be 
off.* 

Owen had hung his head, he could ge^ nowhere with 
this man who only made fun of liim, and lurpcd without 
a fiurther word towards the door. 

But at the handle Guy’s voice stopped him, an abruptly 
reasonable voice: ‘Wait.’ 

Owen turned. 

‘What if I do promise not to sec Molly again?’ 

Owen simply shook his head in question. 

‘W-what . . . ?’ • 

‘I mean, you know. One good turn deserves another. 
Fair’s fair.’ 

‘I don’t see . . .’ 

Guy said: ‘l,inean, how much is it worth to you?’ 

Owen could not believe his ears: ‘You mean . . . ?’ 

‘Sure. Cash. You need a pristine ^ughtcr, I need a 
few — ’ * ^ 

But Owen had turned away in sudden new fury and 
slammed the door. 

After a minute or two Guy went to the landing and 
called down to the man at the desk. ‘I am sorry,’ he said 
in slow polite English, ‘to have changed my mind afta: 
you had given your word to that gentleman that I was 
outfit was deplorable. I do beg your pardon.’ 

The cle'k looked up and without expression inclined 
his head. He had been very angry for the past quarter- 
hour^ 

‘But in future,’ Guy said, ‘I will be out to everyone. 
Everyone. Understand?’ 
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The derk again indined his head. 


In the big dark lounge at their hotel Louise and Major 
Prescott sat in sibnce. Ther^ was nothing more just then 
to be said. 

They had spent dawn at *the hospital, the Spanish 
doctors had lopked grave. They had returned in the 
morning: ai\£«ghsh doctor staying in the hotel had been 
called — on a plea of language di§iculties — and he had 
come out with more sustaining news. A matter mostly 
of rest, he T'here had been a sUght concussion, and 

some bad bruising lower down. A lot of vomiting, but 
that was a natural consequence. The only thing that 
really worried him was the patient’s state of mind. The 
man refused t« speak a word to anyone apart from the 
doctors, and to them only answered very shortly the 
pertinent physical questions. ‘Of course he’s had a bad 
shock.^ th^ English doctor said, ‘but I do wish he’d perk 
up a bit. Do all you can to cheer him up.’^ 

For two hours they had sat by him, trying hard but 
getting nowhere. He had simply stared at the whitt 
enamel bed-end,* his head propped forward on pillows 
like a man hanged: his eyes looked larger, and in their 
vacancy had seemed to be very slightly crossed. 

Prescott tried leaving him alone with Louise; and then 
vice versa, to see if a male confidence would do anything. 
Only one sign of recognition did he give — when Louise 
left the ward his eyes followed her and a brief sign of life, 
or of hurt, came to them: then they turned back to^e 
white bars at his feet. Finally Louise came back and both 
of them just sat beside him talking to each odier, talking 
of plans for the wedding, talking of the present trijj and 
of anything. They had no success. 

‘The medico,’ Prescott said for the tenth time, ‘seemed^ 
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to know what he was talking about. At any rate he’s 
physically on the mend.*^ )• 

Louise looked sharply at him as if he had said it for the 
first time: 

‘I’m not going this aftempon. He may need' sleep. He 
may not want people.’ 

Silence again. Porters alid black-coated reception staflF 
moved to and fro by the brass-gleaming doorway: 
behind tliem the glass door revolved likc«a pound mirror 
emitting against the sun and glare the dark likenesses of 
people. 

The Major suddenly punched one hand into the palm 
of the other, his black-browed eyes blazed round the 
lounge: 

‘By heaven, if I was a few years younger I’d give our 
Mr Guy a lesson ! I’ve half a mind — ’ 

‘You’ve shown a very sensible restraint so far, it’s the 
best thing.’ 

The Major bent towards her add all 9ver, again 
enumerated Ijis thoughts: 

‘And what exactly is the good of restraint? But then — 
what exactly can one do otlicrwisc? The Guardia, of 
course — it goes against the grain, but I’Ve half a mind — ’ 

‘Father dear, do stop having these half-minds, you 
were quite right not to,*^ Louise said, lightly, impatiendy. 

The Major tapped with his stick on the tiles: 

‘But what else can you do? That’s what I’d like to 
know. I could’ve gone round this morning and taken a 
poke at him. Satisfying. But he’d have put me in hospital 
toQ — that wouldn’t have been very clever as I seem to 
be the m de responsible for this trip of ours. What else? 
Hire a couple of thugs? Nonsense. The point is he’s got 
us allround. He can use whatever tactics he likes — but us, 
we’re left in the ridiculous position of protecting the 
^fellow.’ The Major gave a forcibly loud tap on the tiles. 
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A fat Portuguese passing gave them a sad look from, eyes 
of thick oil. . 

‘My God!’ the Major said foud, *I wish I’d got the 
fellow in England. . . .’ 

It is scafccly to he believe<^ but Just then the Major had 
conceived the idea of getting together two or three of 
his more athletic cx-comrade#-in-arms and kidnapping 
Guy, not to beat him up but to deposit him in some 
public fountain* without his trousers on. Yes, the Major 
grimly dreamed of debagging the man. 

Sunlight, paled and dusted from the glass dome above 
them, shed a , '•nsorvatory light down on the cool tiles, 
the leather sofas, the big brass spitoons and paints of that 
late momingjounge. Such a light reflected the watered- 
down sentiments of those two seated with their frustra- 
tion. Unable t4 take action, with their anger thus weak- 
ened, their minds themselves took a kind of independent 
action and began to look all round the affair free-wheel- 
ing: s<j th^t finally both in a wayward moderation — 
though they would never have admitted it— thought less 
harshly of Guy’s behaviour. Moderation was die essence 
of Prescott’s extraordinary impulse to debag him. Nov' 
he wound up bybpening his hands and repeating: ‘What 
can you do with*a chap like that?’ One might have listened 
almost for a chuckle. 

And within herself, from some most recessive layer of 
the mind, there came to Louise a feeling rather than an 
admitted picture of Guy’s sudden onslaught — but now 
vaguely romanricized, so that it was really a sense of two 
men fighting alone beneath the soudiem sky and <he 
herself standing there the pale prize. It did not last. She 
blacked it out and repeated: 

‘If only he would speak. He doesn’t speak.* 

They went on sitting there. 

That resident matador came in through the revolving^ 
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doors and slipped quickly over to the lift, followed by 
eyes and whispers of admiration; ^then was discreetly 
gone. 

Less discreedy Owen entered. He was recovered: that 
is to say he was no longer shaken and sobered,' but erect 
and stumbling. Several brandies had restored his fortitude. 
He came over saying: 

‘Well, I gave die bugger a piece of my mind.’ 

‘The-?’ 

‘Harrowby — ^who else? Told him what I thought, the 
dirty skunk — ’ 

Prescott looked at him and said wearily: ‘Very satis- 
fying, I \magine. But do you suppose it will do much 
good?’ 

Owen’s mouth half-opened. Only the brandy had 
boasted; he had been shaken, he was worried, and he 
said in a suddenly small voice: 

‘Nay, I don’t suppose it will at that.’ Then he asked: 
‘But how’s the poor young fellow?’ 

‘Not good.’ 

Owen grunted. Then: 

‘He’s been seeing too much of my, Molly.’ 

Louise kept very quiet, her heart beating hard. 

‘But we’re sailing Thursday, so that’ll be the last . . 

ah, there they are.’ 

Molly and her mother were coming out of the Uft. The 
lift-boy was taking the opportumty to practise his 
English: ‘Good morning, madam. Thank you. Okay,’ he 
saidjoyfutly. 

5ut the faces of these ladies never heard him, Olive 
Owen’s more desperately anxious than ever, Molly’s 
tight-lipped and serene. 'They had been having an inti- 
mat^talL Every hint of Mrs Owen’s had been denied: 
the doiials had 'been so stroi^ that now she knew. 

^ ‘We’re just talking of that Harrowby,’ Owoi said 
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Straight out as they came up. And to Molly, ‘There’s^been 

Molly raised her eyebrows ^d sighed over-wearily: 
‘I know.’ 

‘You khow?’ 

‘I was there.’ 

Owen lost his head. ‘Well I’M be . . . well you’ll not see 
that fellow again, my girl!’ 

Molly raised* her eyebrows further and said only: 
‘Won’t I, Father?’ 

Owen shouted: ‘And take heed what I say!’ 

‘Shh, Dad,’ wife said. 

And Prescott, as was his self-elected task, ofice again 
had to intervene: ‘I think it’s time we ate.’ And firmly 
he piloted them all to where food would calm their 
troubled mmdj — at least occupy from time to time their 
mouths. 

In the hospital Michael Carey lay and watched the end 
of his bed. 

While he still spcjjce to no one, a single voice spoke f 
him in his mind, one phrase and one only grumbled 
repeatedly at hftn as it had done ever since he had re- 
covered consciousness. He had awoken as people whom 
he did not know were setthng him into bed. Vaguely 
their voices came to him. Half-dreamed, airily distant 
the guttural Spanish came to him: ‘By God, I’d be sorry 
for the mother of his children.’ 

And a voice had answered, it seemed crooning, hjgh, 
high and far away: ‘Never to be . . . never to be.* 

These voices had said nothing more — ^whose were 
they, the stretcher-bearers’? — and he was left to the 
nurses. But the words went on echoing in the strangeliigh 
roof of his waking mind. Only later, with the advent ofi 
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pain and the doctor examination, did the meaning come 
to earth. ^ 

As his mind became clearer, so did the implications. 
Pain gritted at him as the words grumbled round and 
round his brain, at times it^rose to a razor agftny — and 
then the message rose also sharply intense, so that the 
very words seemed to taldj on the plastic form of letters 
and go tearing at the round dark dome inside his skull. 

That pain made him want to cry out for confirmation: 
Is it so? Can it really be so, really, with me ... ? But an 
extraordinary sense of shame kept his lips tight closed: 
for how could one ask such a question? The answer was 
too terrible to risk. His mind, almost delirious, knew that 
it might be delirious. But the memory stuck out so clear: 
and he suddenly found he could remember the long, 
dark hairs whorling in watery shape on a, wrist that had 
smoothed his pillow. That proved he had been quite 
conscious. 

So the hours, the white hours had passed. He lay alone 
with the white sheets, the passing white-coated doctors 
and the whit^-cowled nuns, the white enamel and the 
dark thought growing harder in the .kernel of his brain. 
Once, alone with the English doctor, "he had tried. In 
confidence he had screwed up a kind oPcasual tone and 
whispered: ‘Doctor, shall I — ^you know — be all right?* 

The doctor, pleased at this show of interest and wishing 
to promote it, had replied in too suddenly a jovial tone: 

‘All right? Of course you’ll be all right. All we want at 
the moment is a good week’s rest. We’ll be up in no 
time.’ 

Carey simply did not believe him. 

The doctor’s cheerfulness only increased his certainty, 
he saw in it simply an exaggerated bedside manner, a 
deathbed jollify, the limp of the last smile. From then on 
lie distrusted the doctor. His mind became obsessed, and 
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his distrust expanded to cover and despise the whole 
world. 

At times, though, another sense of shame came to him 
— but different and perhaps not so profound: at least he 
was able to try t6 battle winli it. It first came to him by 
chance as he noticed a new long-spoutcd water-jug that 
was brought in and set by the *door of his ward. It was a 
white enamel Jpg edged with a thin blue line, a jug 
reminiscent c/ ^sick-room at home. It may have been the 
mood of England that this object provoked, or it may 
just have been the moment’s abrupt distraction: but 
whatever it was, he suddenly began to think of puy and 
the fight. And from then on, whenever he chanced to 
glance at the jug, his thoughts went to the man who had 
injured him so. It lifted him from his main depression, it 
gave him a certain strength. He felt ashamed that Guy 
had so easily knocked him up, but this time it was a 
shgme of fury, he ^wanted to get out of bed and get at 
Guy and show him. It was not pain that impelled him, it 
was shame. Shame of his own failure, sham^of the figure 
he had cut — but also shame of Guy’s tactics. He was 
fiercely resentful, h» wanted his revenge — ^he even felt a 
pleasurable taste ^on his tongue as he thought of what he 
might do. This was thorouglily unusual in a man of 
Carey’s fair and placid character: as well as wounding 
his body, Guy had had his effect on his mind. 

Though Carey was not naturally so pbcid. He was un- 
duly sensitive and of too uneven a temperament: years 
before he had faced up to this, and in defence against 
himself had assumed a placidity that had in fact grown^ 
on him. It was thus in essence artificial: so he had the 
fewer real resources with which to combat his present 
predicament. When fie thought of Guy he grew murder- 
ously angry, when he thought of his own condition and 
of Louise he fell into deep and hopeless despair, and 
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his rwo shames, and their confusion, occupied him 
absolutely. 

But shame turns easily to disgust, to sclf^^lisgust, but 
also to disgust with the cause of shame. And this, since 
he was powerless to take action, was what overcame 
Carey. He lay weak and disgusted. From time to time he 
vomited physically. He was nauseated with himself, with 
Guy, widi the way fate had left him physically finished. 
Once, in a rise of sudden anger, he thrciv a glass at the 
blue-rimmed watcr-jug: it fell short, and the effort 
cut him with abrupt and awfiil pain. He sank back 
exhausted, weaker than ever. 

Whenever now he thought of Louise, her own inline 
and the image of their future together lay dreadfully 
separate. That is, he imagined he was thinking of the 
future: in fact it was far worse, he was thinking of the 
past, and the future as seen from the past, and suffered 
the greater hopelessness of what might have been, of 
something now unattained forever. Whenever this came 
to him be could not help the tears. They came in great 
sobs, heaving at his chest. But the heaving hurt. He had 
even to cry quiedy. 

He refused to speak to her when she visited him; he 
could not bear it, he wanted to get back to his thoughts. 
Even they, in their terrible way, were a relief. 

But later, on that first long day, he asked for a paper 
and pencil. He began to write a note. Yet stopped, unable 
to go on. He lay for a long time with the paper and 
pencil in his hands, one to each side, beaten and hopeless 
and lost. 


l^t afternoon Louise went for a walk alone in the 
park. It was simply a question of waiting, there was 
'nothing one could do. The Major, after onering to ac- 
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company her, had wandered oflf to the bulls. The only 
decisions taken we^e negative not to go near the Feria; 
nor the hospital, which they now only telephoned, leav- 
ing messages to simulate attention. Robbed of the possi- 
bility of action, ‘time hung«nore heavily. 

The green rose-draped park was as beautiful as ever. It 
was mid-aftemoon and empt^, and wandering along paths 
coined with sijnlight fallen from the high green leaves 
Louise felt the’great consolation of gardens; her unhappi- 
ness became translated into an endurable melancholy. 

Once sh'' passed by the cafe where she and Michael 
had sat only a day before. She stood and looked^own the 
green lane of tables, all now empty, and her sadness 
deepened. Bat with it came a sudden sense of inquietude. 
Why was that? Her mind puzzled, and in concentration 
destroyed the* feeling itself. It would come back. She 
passed on. 

,, Further along fhe path the trees thinned and a wide 
space aoponed to reveal a number of enormous brick 
buildings designed in exotic Moorish and^Spanish styles: 
the palaces, she brought to mind, of a great Trade Exhibi- 
tion held many years before. They sat scattered about like 
a herd of gia^t pumping-stations and museums. But 
somewhere in the centre a flock of white birds rose and 
fell, and towards these Louise walked. They were doves. 
A broad square of paving-stones was their daily feeding 
place, and now a hundred of them fluttered and strutted 
and pecked surrounded by their equipage of seed-sellers, 
park-rangers, official camera-men and tourists. 

At that moment a bald man in a glossy suit stood "^th 
his wife and three nestling children, doves squatted all 
over them, being photographed. One dove sat liigh on 
the father’s bald pate like the eagle on a warlord’s h(4met. 
The camera clicked, and with a gust of giggles the grouj^ 
collapsed and the doves blew off in a cloud as though they 

179 



A BED OF ROSES 


themiblves were laughter. And that was all. Nothing 
more happened. It was a lonely time, with few tourists; 
and a lonely sight among those huge shuttered buildings. 

Yet as she stood and casually watched those doves 
pecking, some pale brown ahd ^most pink, Louise saw 
that in fact much more was happening. In that peaceful 
struggle for existence at dove-level — simple enough, but 
made to seem of great urgency by the bustling move- 
ments and hurry of the birds — tragedies tic/Tirred. One 
unhappy motlier dragged behind her a crushed, half-laid 
egg: it was broken, still attached in some way to her, and 
while she pressed herself to go about the business of 
feeding, there seemed to be in her ruby eyes a weariness, 
as if this burden of both loss and attachmcnt*would never 
be forgotten. But how could emotion rule such predatory 
eyes of dark red? Louise told herself: idieft. And looked 
away — and saw sometliing even more disconcerting. 

And up on the human level. Under the eyes of the 
park-ranger, a figure of authority with hi?- red-and- 
yellow cockade, the old men who sold dove-seed plainly 
had to clear up empty paper-packets dropped by their 
customers. There was an obvious Iiierarchy on those 
pavements — ^the lordly park-ranger, the, middle-class of 
uniformed camera-men, and finally the poor, the seed- 
sellers. Now these old men sold seed not from bags but 
paper twists, and here and there over the pavement dis- 
carded white cones of these twists lay scattered. But a 
light breeze had sprung up: the cones had filled with air 
and now, among the doves, blew along like white clowns’ 
hats. One man, very old and bent, had concentrated on 
one particular paper cone that strutted in spasms right 
away off the edge of the pavement. This man alone with 
his ft)ne bent down to clutch it: but every time his 
^ngers came near, the wind hurried the little paper clown 
fiirdier on. The old man straightened, followed, then 
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racked his bent body down again: again the wind laughed 
and blew the cone a few cruel feet further on* This 
happened two, tlifee, four times. Louise had a tragic 
vision of the old man following his dreadful little cone 
away dOwn onp of the long avenues forever. She could 
not bear it. She hurried over and easily picked up the 
piece of paper and handed it ip the old man. The old man 
thanked her and glared: his pride was hurt. 

She turned jfWay and left the park. She walked home by 
the gardenf called Las Delicias, a name that was famous 
and that had touched her for its beauty. But across the 
road and parallel ran a black steam railway track. Every- 
thing that ariv-moon turned sour: a secret eye m her heart 
found mojor-coaches and chromium, ugliness and 
squalor, poverty and distrust where none had been before. 
Not a balanced view — that eye sought out the sores. 

She returned to the hotel, hoping for'a message from 
the hospital. There was none. There was still nothing to 
do. y^d there vAtc several hours yet until dinner: meal- 
times, though unenjoyed, are the only saviours for such 
a day, the only punctuations in the passag,e of the hours. 
So that without much reluctance, for there was little 
alternative but* the faceless bedroom, she agreed t«' go 
with MadeleiifC and the Major to a cafe. Madeleine W'ent 
out of her way to be cheerful; she felt that any lonely 
lowering of spirits would be bad, and besides she was 
bored herself. The Major had been to the bulls and had 
seen some very good fighting. He had thoroughly en- 
joyed himself, but on leaving had remembered and felt 
irritated with himself for such liigh spirits: but now he 
was glad to see the two women in what he prcsumc3 was 
a more cheerful mood. 

They sat at a large caf^ on the Quiepo de Llano, opposite 
the cathedral. Madeleine chose it for its size and^iovc- 
ment, passing crowds and the glitter of nearby shops 
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might take them out of themselves. She also insisted on 
tall firosted cocktails, and almonds and cheese, not shell- 
fish, and it was before thes^that the tlhee of them sat and 
tried to talk of everything under the sun but Spain. 

Despite these devices they^ remained in Seville. The 
pavements grew every moment more crowded at this 
time of the pasco, the shoe* cleaners flocked at them. In 
a few minutes the Major gave in: ‘My advice is to have a 
shine-up while the going’s good.’ A shoe-cleaner squatted 
down — ^how eagerly, what life on an empty rtomach! — 
and started to go round the three of them, brushing, 
flicking, rubbing the brown cleanser that henna-dyed ms 
palms. Odcasionally Louise looked down at his head 
bowed so vigorously before her and felt uncpmfortable: 
but now she was too listless really to mind anything, and 
finally the effect, like a massage, was soothjpg. 

Madeleine had taken from her bag an old Spanish 
phrase-book and was chattering: ‘. . . after a bit one 
forgets the Spanish side. You just can’t help reading on.*^ 
The plots! Listen to this . . . it’s called “A Social Visit”.’ 

With that plum on her tongue, her eyes wide with 
horror, she read with mounting excitement; hissing the 
final words of tormred melodrama: • 

‘It will soon be two o’clock.* 

‘It is almost two o’clock. 

‘It is nearly two o’clock. 

‘It is half-past five! 

’Let us return home. . . .’ 

‘What on earth do you think they did? That stroke 
of conscience at the end. . . .’ 

The Major watched his wife and chuckled. He ordered 
more of those cocktails, and Louise smiled a Uttle as 
Madeleine said hoarsely : ‘Madness "At the shoemaker’s!” ’ 
‘They are too low! * 

‘They are too high! 
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‘They arc too large! 

‘They are too small 

She paused, lowcfcd her voffce and said slowly: 

*They jit me very well . . / 

She fluttered her eyelids^ dreamily: ‘What hands the 
man must have had.’ Prescott put his finger to his lips and 
pointed to the shoe-cleaner’s bead: 

‘Might be infectious,’ he said. And then handing the 
cheese-plate: ‘A?tousetrap anybody?’ 

The shoe-cleaner had by now got round to the Major. 
He had never risen, simply shifted round on his stool 
with the movement of those crippled beggars who creep 
the streets witli kgs dragging like flippers. Madeleine 
was going on, and now her voice rose higher than ever, 
she cried in abrupt horror: ‘But really ! Listen to “In the 
Suite ^ 

‘There is a knock! 

‘Come in! 

‘^ou arc the chambermaid? What is your name? 

‘Gertrude, sir. 

^Please shut the door.' 

‘Well!’ Madeleige gasped. 

This time Lotrisc laughed with her. She had hstened 
half-amused to* what had been said before — the laugh, 
the absurdity made her feel better. But now it was the 
Major who no more than smiled. He bared liis teeth as 
if he had heard a knife-blade drawn across glass. 

‘Sour-puss,’ Madeleine said. 

‘Just seen that bastard,’ Prescott grunted. 

‘Bast- -?’ 

‘Guy.’ He shifted angrily as if he wanted to get up, 
then subsided. ‘Best to ignore liim.’ 

They had all looked round automatically, and there 
was Guy standing in front of the next caf6 alon^ the 
street and obviously searching for someone. 
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‘Don’t expect he’ll come near U5 in a hurry. Don’t all 
gape.*’ 

Guy, careless as ever, hair tousled a^id hands slewing his 
jacket pockets, stood at ease roving his eye over the people 
ranged in front of him. His mouth at rest huiV’g a Uttle 
open. He stood witli his loins jutted forward, resting 
back on his spine — a corncf-boy attitude that might have 
been assumed, as he had assiuncd the habit of talking with a 
cigarette stuck to his lip, during his time l(i the ranks. He 
had the chameleon gift of some actors, and Assumed such 
attitudes automatically. 

He seemed to have digested that cafe and moved now 
towards theirs. Madeleine suddenly began to compliment 
the shocKrlcaner. That is, she raised her foot at him down 
there, and repeated nodding big smiles: ‘Bueno! Muy 
buenol’ The others glanced down, and she went on 
instantly to call attention to the stitching oi'her shoes and 
compared this unfavourably with Louise’s. Louise dis- 
agreed. They argued. All heads in fact ’vVere bowed dov^fe 
to the ground, faces hidden, which was what KlaJeleine 
wanted. 

But Guy was looking for them and of course he found 
them. He came straight up. 

‘I’ve been looking everywhere,’ he said. ‘I wanted to 
ask — ’ 

The Major cut him short: ‘I don’t think we need your 
company, sir.’ 

Guy’s face creased itself into an expression of apology: 
‘I’m sorry to intrude. I wanted to sec Louise. Lou, I want 
to apologize to your Michael. Must have been out of my 
wits. But I don’t know where he is. . . .’ 

Louise said nothing. She bit her lip and looked away. 
She began to breathe fast, her brooch rose and fell. 

‘H^s not seeing anyone,’ the Majot blurted, ‘least of 

you. Now will you please leave us?’ 

184 



A BED OP ROSES 


Guy stood there and went on humbly: 

‘But jeally ... I heard it was a hospital — don’t !^ow 
which . . .* 

The Major burst: ‘Get to hell away from here.’ 

He clufchcd thp table to riy:, his jaw stuck out furiously 
— ^but the shoc-clcaner still gripped his foot. He spoke 
sharply down in Spanish. • 

Guy smiled: ‘Very well. If you can’t be ordinarily civil 
... I can wait.’#* 

The next tSblc was empty. He moved a step away and 
sat down at it. He sat facing them, amusement in his eyes, 
and drummed his fingers. Then called the waiter and 
ordered a beci. 

Madeleine started on her shoes again. But now Louise 
could not speak, she was only able to hold herself steady. 
The Major pajjl the bill and motioned them to leave. 
They rose and went out into the crowd. None of them 
spoke a word. 

9Vt a^afe furthc^ on, well out of sight of the other, the 
Major stopped. ‘Damned if the fellow’s going to spoil 
our cocktails!’ — and rapped hard with hi? stick on the 
iron legs of the tablj. Waiters came running at the noise 
and the cocktails’camc quickly. Then Guy sauntered in 
and sat at a nearby table, snuling and still drumming his 
fingers. As soon as a chair nearer to them was empty he 
moved to it. He was perfectly at case. He sat there chew- 
ing a toothpick, mouthing amusement. 

It is a commonplace that adults at play like to behave, 
beneath some sort of grown-up veneer, as they did 
when children. Too often one can hear in their moansaof 
mockery or their cries of delight straight echoes from 
.the playground. Unconscious attitudes — but now Guy 
was playing such a game consciously and in the provoca- 
tive open. If he likcdlie could follow them all over Seville. 
He could herd them absurdly back to their hotel. He had^ 
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the patience and the skin for it. He had adopted the r6le 
of the worst of all bullie|, the bully of ridicule. 'And it 
worked. While Prescott sat in funiing silence, or speaking 
most forcedly only to drop into silence again, Guy sat at 
ease and smiled. However, tempers were rising. 

An ‘icy indifference’ is supposed to be a safeguard in 
this kind of a situation. Bfit such an indifference is never 
cold inside — the effort is out of proportion to the bully’s 
ease. Nor is wit, nor sarcasm nor iroliy of any help 
against a thick skin. There are only two ’defences and 
both arc attacks — one to play the ridicule back, the 
second simple violence. The first was imthinkable — ^they 
all felt too deeply. And with the second they were at the 
mercy of good manners: as monied people they had 
learned restraint — order goes with money, disorder runs 
away with it — and this was the stronger jince they were 
visitors among a courteous and dignified people. By 
their virtues, in fact, they were made to fed foolish; 
while Guy in his aggression sat pretty. 

But what c^rr be done against a thick skin and a steady 
nerve? Right often becomes might, when you feel in the 
ri^ht you can strike successfully at, a most formidable 
enemy; and best when that enemy fetls in the wrong: 
Guy did not, and his personality was tod strong and cold 
to bear down upon. The Major clenched his stick tight 
as if to hold it to earth. For once his eyes were still, they 
remained fixed on the table in front of him. Once he 
glanced at Louise, he saw that brooch at her throat moving 
fest, and it infuriated him. She sat bolt upright, and in this 
way with her arms to her sides somehow sacrificial, and 
that made it worse. He thought: Hell, I’ll put them in a 
cab home. And raised his glass to finish it — ^when he saw 
Louise suddenly grab fi>rwards at hers, and it was plainly 
^not to drink. * 

The drumming of Guy’s fingers had got into her brain, 
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drumming up darkness more than sound, stifling •her 
breath like hot dark wool. She ^o longer saw the yellow 
trams belling by, the paseo crowd, the grey cathedral 
beyond, but now only Guy’s face as it had been a few 
minutes before, posing humiJity — an act she knew well 
from the past — ^and his face as it would be now if she 
dared to look — composed and* mocking and goading, 
well-known and hated. And because of all this she had 
these memories rt) bear as well as what for the others was 
unbearable an^ so she was the first to break. She caught 
up the glass and turned at Guy. 

‘Louise!’ Prescott shouted. He shouted it lo^d and 
because she had not herself spoken what her mouth was 
even then opening for, he stayed her a second, she stopped 
in a moment still, hand raised and Ustening while he went 
on quickly: ‘Lojuse, I’ve got something to say, some- 
thing important . . . here, listen to me. . . .’ 

He did not know what to say, he only knew be must 
go on sjical^ug to fiold her — but this effort itself broke 
what had been hypnotic. Suddenly he could^ think freely 
— and the answer instantly slid in with ease: Guy did not 
speak Spanish — then, simply call the manager and tell 
him this stranger ^as annoying his women. 

Still with his eyes on Louise he raised his hands and 
gave a loud clap, an explosion in good flamenco fashion. 
Waiters came hurrying. But also a passing policeman 
turned — and the Major changed his mind and went into 
action at the same time. He waved away the waiters with 
one hand, and with the other beckoned to the poUceman. 
This was a lean brown Guardia Civil, black leadier 
bonaparte cap and field-green tmiform, automatic rifle 
slung, cartridges and revolver at the belt — ^he came over 
frowning as the Major stood up to meet him. 

Prescott spoke to him in rapid Spanish pointing 
at Guy. The Guardia looked sorrowfully at the 

187 



A BED OF ROSES 


Major, then bulled out bis neck toughly turning towards 
Guy. 

Guy had half-risen from the table. He was staring at 
Prescott astounded, ‘What the devil are you telling him?’ 
he swore. He was plainly, irighteouslyr angry.' 

‘Enough to settle ymtr hash.’ 

Guy stared astoundcdi ‘You mean you’ve told him 
about last night — ?’ The words came mouthed with slow 
indignation: he could not believe it. 

But the Guardia was moving towards him speaking in 
Spanish. The Guardia knew this was a foreigner; he was 
not out to hold him, he was telling him to get himself 
away. 

And Guy was already going. As the Guardia closed in 
he glanced round for escape, gave Prescott one last look 
now of dension — and went out fast through the tables. 

Madeleine gave a shriek of joy. The Guardia looked 
annoyed, but the Major thanked him with full courtesy 
and saw him on his way. 

‘The righteous anger! The nerve of the fellow!’ he 
chuckled as lie sat down. 

But Louise seemed still upset. ‘What did you tell him?’ 
she said quietly. 

‘What? Oh, that he was a crazy English aimoying you, 
that’s all.’ 

*Oh.’ Her relief was obvious. 

The Major looked at her sharply: ‘Hey, who’s side arc 
you on?’ 

She smiled and said ashamed: ‘It’s just that there’s been 
so much trouble I’m glad there’s no more.’ 

Then they all felt a httlc better. The Major was 
pleased with himself and this communicated itself. A 
mr^ment of triumph in this small affair overshadowed all 
that was still most seriously wrong. 

As they left, the waiter asked for payment for Guy’s beer. 
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Prescott indignantly refused. Did he not see them fetch the 
GuardiaYor the manP^ut Louis^ managed quietly to put 
a note on the table without him seeing. 

The mo^d of triumph was naturally as short-lived as 
it was lightly conceived. Prestott was of the opinion that 
Guy was now ‘on the run’, that he would surely leave 
Seville for good and all. That ■^as something. But when 
they returned to the hotel there was still no message from 
the hospital, "th^ telephoned and heard that the patient 
was no worse, but still seemed not to wish to speak to 
anyone. 

They had a quiet dinner. From the street came the 
sounds of singing and clapping as groups of young people 
passed on theieway to the Fcria. A barrel-organ stationed 
itself outside and played on the scented night air that 
same insistent soguidilla. The whole wide warm city was 
waking to a further life. The hotel gradually emptied. 
Louise hesitated at (lie door, then turned up to bed. 
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I N the morning there was a telephone message. 

‘Mr Carey would be grateful to see Miss Abbott, 
alone, this morning.’ Anfl the address of the hospital. 

This was the first the management l^jad heard of their 
guest being detained at hospital. They, made polite 
enquiries. They were worried, particularly at this, the 
height of the Feria . . . the radiant pleasure on Louise’s 
face reassured them. 

She had been wandering about the lounges, now she 
went instantly upstairs to get her bag and some books for 
him — ^and as the lift rose so did her spirits, that swift 
mechanical elevation matched exactly what she felt. At 
last action, at last release. A woman’s patience under pain 
or at some defmed task is a bywor<i’ but thep pati^ce 
itself is the action. But the last twenty-four hours had 
been no morj: than a vacuum, at every point Louise had 
simply had to contain herself. Now all this restraint 
flooded free. She sang out loud in the taxi to the hospital. 
The day seemed absurdly fair. It was afneady hot, but she 
felt the air fresher, clearer — and the taxi went fast. The 
sim that usually soaked the old plaster walls seemed to 
sparkle: and she suddenly caught a breath of the north 
and of England. She saw in the sun’s slanting spring 
light the slant of a September sim — it was the same angle 
of light, and there came a memory of freshness in the air, 
ofe September in England, when the season is neither 
summer nor autumn but mysteriously cleansed by a 
lighter, brighter air and a hint in the wind of frosts to 
come. She thought of paler skies an^ soft white English 
^clouds, an aeroplane studding them like a small black 
clove and sendi^ aerially down its windswept distant 
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throb. Now all this beckoned from the future, ^pain 
would %oon be ' forgotten, Mkhael was getting better 
and the dark patch, Guy, was at last setded with. She 
felt life sq^red again, a hundred times magnified she felt 
the pleasure of parcels tied and sealed, she saw with love 
Michael’s smile and in the cool taxi smiled with him. 

‘Michael!’ she said standing* at the door of the ward. 
‘DearcstV And ran to him. 

Michael raheff his eyes, but never smiled. He was pale, 
he had been retching again. He waved his hand to a chair 
by the bed, and followed her with his eyes as she crossed 
the little room 

Louise sat down with the books on her lap: ‘©h it’s so 
good to see you again . . . you did worry us when you 
kept so quiet.’ 

Michael saidgiothiiig. His eyes were back on the bed- 
end. 

‘The doctor says you’re getting on fine. Did he tell 
you?’ 

Michael looked at her again, a long look of plain 
painful reproach. 

‘You’re tired,’ she said smoothing a hand on the sheets 
by his chest, ‘doift speak, darling, just let me talk. Look, 
I’ve brought you diese to read.’ 

‘Louise,’ something like his voice suddenly said. It was 
choked, it sounded like a voice tlirough a telephone, 
instant but terribly separate. 

‘Darling? Yes?’ 

‘Louise, I had to sec you. I had to speak to you. I 
couldn’t just write a note. . . .’ 

‘A note?’ 

‘Louise — I want you to go away.’ 

‘But Michael! I’ve just come, dear!’ 

‘No, I want yoji — ^I mean — ^to go right away, away 
from Seville, Spain, I don’t know . . .’ ' 
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‘And leave you here?’ she gave a light nurse’s laugh. 
‘You must be out of yo^ mind!’ ^ 

He went on in the same tone, evenly, mechanically, 
pausing to review each word: 

‘I don’t want to see you here again.’ 

‘Now darling, we wouldn’t diink of leaving.’ 

‘We? I mean you, Ldliise. It’s difficult ... I can’t 
say . . . but — I don’t want to see you . . J 

‘Michael!’ 

‘. . . ever again.’ 

‘Ever? Darling, whatever are you saying?’ 

‘It’s all off, Louise.’ 

‘Michael — you’re not quite well. . . .’ 

He suddenly urged himself up on an elbow: ‘I’m quite 
clear about this Louise, I’m sorry. You sec, I’ve been all 
wrong, I couldn’t tell you before — but Louise, I — I don’t 
want us to be married after all. . . .’ 

Quite abruptly his face crumpled, hf turned it away,to 
hide what tried to be tears. The sobbing hurt, he fell back 
on the pillow. ‘Go away now, please . . .’ he whispered. 

She watched him terrified. The morning sunlight shone 
firesh on the white sheet, the clean enamel. A cart creaked 
outside in the courtyard, the clatter offa pail echoed on 
the paving-stones — yet inside in the white closed room 
everything tightened and the head mmed away sobbing 
on the pillow had a greater presence of sound than dl 
the wide streets. She did not know what to do — to ring 
for a nurse? She did. But she said softly first: 

‘Michael, don’t worry, you’ve had a bad turn. You’re 
no* yourself yet, darling. I’ll go just now . . . you sleep, 
you’ll wake up feeling — much — better. . . .’ 

Michael aid not look round, she went quietly to the 
dooft and made signs to the nurse as to what had hap- 
pened. She shook her head to show, worry: the nurse 
only nodded and smiled. ^ 
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She got down to the street again, shocked andjiurt 
with pity for hnn. The pavements no longer sparkled, 
they were heavy with the weigEit of noon. She wandered 
along in white glare and black shadow, her mind 
scrambling with. questions.*If he was delirious, why 
should it take such a form? Did one speak the opposite 
to one’s real wish in delirium, as dreams are said to go by 
opposites? Dreams and opposites — an old wives’ tale? 
Her mind ramMed on: delirium tremens, in vino veritas, 
truth coming up? Suddenly she remembered the Maria 
Luisa park, how they had had that quarrel in the arboiu 
cafe, and the balloons that had appeared there and 
the balloons again where Guy had hit him*! Could 
there be a cotmecdon — a coincidence deranged and 
grown large in his sick mind? She picked at any idea 
however wild. ,Then she found herself isolating all too 
clearly the little quarrel itself and wondering whether 
perhaps this had been the first evidence of something he 

was trying to say to her ? Had he really found himself 

mistaken about her? She walked along shutting such 
thoughts away, trying to feel instead a tenderness for his 
sick and troubled st^te. 

But beyond all this, walking along that sunny street, 
walking she kne'dr roughly towards the centre and passing 
much that otherwise would have delighted her, she was 
left more than anything simply waiting again. As with 
Guy, so with Michael. About none of them could she do 
anything. The impulse was to turn about and shake 
Michael, to shout god-sent words that would jolt him 
out of whatever he was in. Impossible. Nothing tojbe 
done. Simply face another dull, bright, endless day. The 
street was the street, the hospital the hospital, wherever 
she looked life went on and everyday usualiiy grate^ in 
like a kerbstone n^ to be crossed. On a kerbstone Just^ 
ahead a carriage ^ew up, fiom it alighted a dwari 
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adiqiral in white uniform followed by several ladies in 
motherly black. A boy dressed in admiral’s uniform for 
his confirmation. Gold braid and white silk and brown 
excited face, he stood there a moment in full command, 
his first, of the ladies who were commanding him. 
Louise scarcely noticed. 

Back at the hotel she told the others nothing of what 
Michael had said. He was still very quiet, she said, perhaps 
a little delirious, certainly still shut up with his de- 
pression: he seemed to have wished to see her, and then 
not felt up to it. That was all. She lied — but it seemed 
unfair to repeat to others words spoken from a sick mind: 
it was riot only senseless but disloyal. 

She went to while away the afternoon .in the Alcizar 
gardens. Wall and tile and flower and myrtle shut out 
the world. Only the high blue sky proclaimed an outer 
existence. Within the high outer walls, inner walls: then 
inner gardens within gardens, and others sunk within 
those. Fountains, courts, trees of feathered^ bl^ck and 
weeping green. It was paradisial, a Moorish beatitude, 
but as a paradise it weighed. 

Also, it was empty. It should h^ive suited Louise’s 
mood. For a while, and certainly at fit st sight, it did. Its 
privacy was overwhelming. But exactly overwhelming 
it continued — ^such an immaculately proscribed place 
matched too closely the state of her mind itself. Within 
its walls there was planted a complex artifice — an artifice 
similarly began to seed itself within her. For when she 
had hidden from the others what Michael had said, in- 
stead of convincing herself further of it — as one may 
state a thing and convince one’s own ear — the opposite 
had happened. By hiding it she had created something to 
hi(^. And so the possibility that Michael had meant what 
he said took on presence, she wandered alone in those 
^gardens with doubt taking root. 
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It was terribly still. The thick-growing plants weig]^ted 
die air with scent, with smell of leaves. Against the sky 
a high black tree Hazed its TIarkness, absolutely sdll 
against the blue, no tremor among the leaves. Between 
low squat ^alms and an iron«grille a single pot stared its 
deep dark Arab blue, motionless in polish. In places 
there were set long tiled benches, beautifully worked in 
orange and blue and white tiling: these, so blight against 
the feathered grfen, began to take on a fearful stridence, 
they hit the eye like ovcrcoloured jazz patterns. So much 
in the heat so still — it seemed finally that not only was 
the city shut ont beyond the walls but all moving air, as 
if the gardens were not real but etched in sonft fearful 
mirror-stuff. Her mind saw Michael in his white room 
with its green afternoon light filtering through the 
jalousies: it grety unbearably hot in that room, and there 
too nothing moved. 

She grew more and more resdess, saw that this state 
of mind wjs no good, and left. Once more she found 
herself leaving a place of most peaceful beauty without 
regret, with almost dry disgust: and the ndlse of outside 
traffic, the clopperiqg of hooves and the ni:*^Al grinding 
of trams, sounded only welcome and relief. 

She returned fo the hotel and telephoned up to the 
doctor. His voice sounded oddly constrained, all the 
bedside cheerfulness gone. At first she blamed the wire, 
then heard the voice say that in future his patient would 
see no one at all. Was it the patient’s own expressed 
wish? Yes — but as a doctor he himself wished it too. 
This morning’s visit had for some reason proved a lyg 
upset. Physically he was on the mend — ^but these mental 
• relapses were a nuisance. Whatever had happened — 
well, it had better not happen again. The doctor yas 
sorry. 

Later, before diii^er, she got Prescott to use his Spanish' 
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on the hospital and £nd out whedier there really was a 
message forbidding visitors. Prescott came back* looking 
puzzled. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘he’s not seeing anyone. But the funny 
thing is the way they say k — it’s almost as i? they sus- 
pect ... as if they think we had something to do with 
it.’ 

‘Do with it? What?’ 

‘Well, I suppose the fight. That w^re responsible.’ 
He coughed uncomfortably: ‘No reason they should 
know any different, of course, but still. . . .’ 

Louise felt her face whitening, the whole doomed day 
seemed “io clutch at her stomach. A puff-ball of sun and 
black shadow and hot plaster had been rolling since the 
morning, gathering force throughout the day with her 
lie of omission, the silent comment of fhe Alcdzar, and 
now this final authority echoing near but impersonal 
from the telephone instrument — ^as though Ac wall itself 
were watching and speakmg. , < 

‘Louise — for God’s sake what’s Ae matter?’ 

Madeleine 'leaned forward and took her wrist. 

‘It’s all right. Only I . . .’ 

Madeleine looked hard at her: ‘Lou— what did he say 
to you this morning?’ 

She looked up into Madeleine’s eyes and saw their 
searching intuition. She had no defence. A small voice 
said from her: 

‘He — he said he Adn’t want to marry me. . . .’ 

And Aen she told them everything. 

(At Ae end Madeleine said calmly: ‘Quite absurd. He’s 
delirious. He’s sick. You mustn’t — * 

‘But that’s what I Aought. That’s why I Adn’t tell 
yop. But now, after all this time — ’ 

‘Well, it’s plain we must do some?hing.' 

Major Prescott had listened witH, some embarrass- 
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ment — ^hc felt tMs was a matter for them alone— 4)ut 
now he Coughed %nd started to^t up: 

‘I’ll rout that doctor out right away.’ 

‘No — ^plgase. . . .’ 

‘Louise’s right,’* Madeleine? said quickly. ‘It’ll do no 
good tonight. We’ll sec all about it in the morning. But 
definitely.’ 

There was security in her voice, for a while Louise felt 
that somctliing Rad been really settled. But that passed 
quickly, they were all simply faced with another long 
evening of waiting. 

Except that ? few minutes later Owen canu across 
the lounge trailing all his family. He stumped across 
breezily, his mouth already working words before he got 
near: 

‘Here we arc, here we arc, here we are again!’ he sang. 
‘Here we arc to be wished Godspeed.’ 

‘yes, that’s right,^ Olive Owen nodded beaming at his 
side. Molly #tood saying nothing, trying to smile. 

They were off early in the morning for Gibraltar. It 
was a welcome dismrbance. Prescott was glad to have to 
get to his feet, and dor a few minutes they all chatted 
about the journe^, the ship, Australia. But then Owen 
suddenly clapped his hand to his forehead: 

‘But I’ll be forgetting my own fiineral next. I haven’t 
asked . . . how’s young Carey getting on? How’s the 
patient?’ 

There was a moment’s hesitation, an awkwardness, 
and then they assured him that Michael was doing as 
well as could be expected. 

Only Molly stood saying nothing. Once she looked at 
' Louise, their eyes met and she smiled. Perhaps this was 
simply because they were both the youngest there, per- 
haps some sort of understanding passed between them — . 
for in fact Molly was exactly as unhappy, as frustrated as 
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Loeise. At a critical moment, at whati^eemcd a turning 

£ oint in her young lif|^ she found hAself hel|>lessly in 
er parents’ charge. They were going to AustraUa, she 
had no option but to go with them. Only^a day ago, 
after houn of wild-beatit¥g thought,* she had made a 
decision terrible for her who had never thought of such 
a thing before. She had^dccidcd to stay with Guy. She 
had decided to use her majority against any argument her 
parents might put up — or better, simply to leave Seville 
secretly. She had discussed none of this with Guy — but 
the evening before with decision in heart, courage high 
and dejermined, she had gone to tell him. They had 
already fixed a meeting at a cafe behind Guy’s hotel. But 
Guy had not turned up. 

She had waited half an hour, her heart slowly dropping. 
She had gone round to his hotel. The porter had said he 
was out. She had left a note, a most urgent note, and 
returned fearfully to the cafe. By nov' the barman re<;og- 
nized her, put his own construction on a yoring woman 
out thus dfjnking alone, and greeted her with a too 
knowing eye — this too she had to withstand. She asked 
whether Guy had appeared, gesturing Guy’s height and 
saying ‘Ingles’, and the barman had' shaken his head. 
She waited another twenty minutes — then returned to 
the hotel. Before she spoke to the clerk she saw her 
note was gone. Yes, Senor Harrowby had been in and 
had gone out again. He liad read the note? Before he 
answered her eye had glanced down at the floor — a 
crushed ball of paper lay there. Had Mr Hariowby said 
■v^ere he was gomg? Certainly, to the Fcria. He was 
with sr>me other ladies and gentlemen. 

Molly had made a further attempt to see him the next 
m»ming. She had been told again he was out. She had 
) crossed the "street, and waited gu^ly in a doorw-y 
watching his window. She stood uere for about ten 
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minutes, saw ikm come to the window, stand /or a 
momeAt lookinf; up at the sk^. pu£f once at a cigarette, 
then — ^it seemed af terrible leisure — ^recede into the 
room’s upper darkness. She had crossed to the hotel again, 
assured tl^ clerh she had just seen him. The clerk had 
simply repeated: ‘Senor Harrowby is not in.’ 

She could do no more. Shethad left. She had gone to 
her room in tears. But after hours of thinking it over 
this way and tlfet, she had concluded that somehow Guy 
was in trouble, or that some mysterious business matter 
— ^he was still in many ways a stranger to her — had made 
this behaviour necessary. She came to this conclusion 
humbly, from an innocent belief in him — and kept to 
it at least because it was the most comforting. She wrote 
him a long letter saying that whatever had happened 
she would understand: saying that she was helplessly 
without money and m her parents’ hands, and that they 
wgre leaving the pext day: saying that even if he came 
at the last jnoment she would stay with him: saying that 
though Australia was so far they would not stay there more 
than a few months, and what were a few months in a 
lifetime, and that auyhow she would always keep herseit 
for him. Yes, evdh at her age, when a few months looked 
indeed like a lifefime, she was able to write that. And now 
she too had the dreadful evening to face, among a grief of 
scattered clothes and filling suitcases, hopelessly hoping. 

While her father, boisterous and glad to be on his way, 
was making a farewell that would never end, going over 
and over each stage of the journey, revelling in it, while 
all the others nodded and laughed — it seemed they o^^fr- 
laughed, and why was tliat? — until finally he got to 
Australia itself and put the flat of his hand to his mouth 
and whooped, beside himself in error for .m aborigine, 
like a Redskin. _ 

*Dad!’ called C^vc Owen in horror. 
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‘Cqo-cc’ suddenly crooned Major Pr^^cott, probably 
to put things right. 

‘Father!’ Madeleine w&spcrcd. 

Prescott looked awkward. But only for a second — 
for then abruptly Owen changed his tone, the sltin round 
his eyes crinkled and their pale glaze softened and he ex- 
tended a hand to Louise, bcwing almost as if to kiss hers: 

‘And you, my dear,’ he said winning and soft, ‘I wish 
you all happiness in your life you’ve got before.’ 

‘We all of us do,’ his wife said from her heart. 

But this Molly could not join in — in the quiet that 
for some reason suddenly dropped, among a sudden 
awkwardness of eyes, she turned away to hide the dread- 
ful mouth of tears that dragged at her. 

It was never noticed. Louise was swallowing hard 
against the lump in her own throat. Shf found herself 
staring into Owen’s smiHng eyes, and looked down un- 
able to say a word. This was taken by Owen as a gcstqre 
of most charming modesty. He chuckled, arcKIy put a 
finger to his lips and as if on tiptoe led his family away 
before Louise ‘could find her voice of thanks. 

However awful this had been, i^ had the effect of 
loosening the tension. They looked at dach other and, a 
little painfully, managed a grin. ‘Cooey indeed!’ Made- 
leine snorted. 

But it also reminded Louise that the Prescotts were on 
holiday. She yawned and said how tired she was — but 
insisted that the others straightened up and went oflF to 
the Feria. None of this deceived Madeleine. But she 
ag^d, no purpose would be served by sitting together 
gloomily, companionship is not always the help it is held 
to be. And what else was there to do? 


Louise hardly slept, but she was up a^ by nine o’clock 
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had left the hitcl. It was not too early, the hospital’s 
day would be veil begun, anc^she entered and walked 
past the concierge’s *desk fimify ignoring him. 

She was nearly successful: she was already at the stairs 
when the concierge called «ftcr her. There followed a 
difficult argument, neither knowing the other’s language. 
But Louise persisted. She painted to the ring on her 
finger, repeated and repeated Michael’s name. The con- 
cierge grew \feary of shaking liis head, tried silence, 
found this too difficult and at length picked up the tele- 
phone. A long argument, a wait, and still holding the 
receiver he looked at her and agam shook his head. 
Louise measured the distance to the stairs, threw in a 
breath to run for it. But then suddenly the man was 
saying ‘eh? . . . no? . . . eh?’ in surprise and turned to ask 
her to wait agyn. 

It seemed that above there had been an enquiry, a 
refusal, and now^ after whatever dehberation ensued, a 
changci of,mind. 

Then suddenly the man turned and nodded. But now 
she cUmbed the stairs tensely apprehensive of what she 
had to say — an apprehension echoed by the bare corridors, 
the silent passing nuns, medical machines and the light 
ominous smell bf disinfectant. 

Michael was propped sitting up more easily against 
his pillows, and looked altogether in better colour and 
firesher. He gave her a smile as she stood hesitating a 
moment in the doorway. 

‘Come in, Louise.’ 

But it was a smile of politeness, and passed like a cipher. 
Her Christian name, unendeared, sounded strangely 
impersonal. He had been writing on a pad of paper, and 
now put this aside with one hand and motioned hei^to a 
chair with the otl^ — ^aU composed gestures that showqj^ 
he was better a^ in charge of hi^clf. Despite somd 
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curicyus chill of formality, it gladdened her. So she kept 
what she had come to ^^ak of for tj-e moment and 
simply pleased said: 

‘Darling — ^you look so much better! You look well 
again.’ 

‘Yes. I’m straightening up a bit.’ He did not look at 
her, his eyes were fixed o» the pad of paper he had put 
aside. 

She laughed: ‘When I tliink of you yeSterday — ’ 

‘Yesterday?’ 

He neither smiled nor looked at her. Pyjamas and the 
white sheets wrapped him away and fixed him apart: 
she was Simply a visitor with shoes and the breath of 
pavements. She felt all the sickroom visitor’s unease — 
what to do, to sit on the little chair or walk about the 
too clean floor? Where to put the hands-* To smoke? — 
and she bit her tongue to keep back what now, nervously, 
she could not help. ^ ^ 

‘Yesterday you said — you know, such things^’ Ste tried 
to smile it away easily, she reached for his hand. ‘Oh 
Michael, you Had” a bit of a fever you know.’ 

He slid his hand away from hers. 

‘But, you know, I had no fever.’ 

‘Now really, darling. . . .’ 

‘I meant exactly all I said.’ 

He twisted himself up a little on the pillows. A frown 
of pain crossed his face, she leaned forward instinctively to 
help, shocked, not understanding. The morning smi had 
not yet come round to those windows, it was cool and 
bright in the little room, quiet and too fresh and clean 
for such words. But he went straight on. 

‘Louise,’ ho said slowly, but still not looking at her, 
lools^g past her head to somewhere over at the white 
-^shbasin stand, ‘what I’ve got to sa)Ys very difflcult. I 
was going to write. I thought it woul^ be better. I was 
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writing when wou came in — but now you’re heie . . . 
well /. . rd ju|t better go ahg^. . . / 

He turned his eyes to her, stared, then looked away 
again. 

‘You’re not going to thi!ik much of this — ’ 

‘Michael, whatever . . . ?’ 

‘But that can’t be helped. So here it is. It’s something I 
suppose iVc found out here, perhaps something that got 
knocked cl^ar in my head the other night. I told you 
yesterday that I wanted us to part. For good. Louise, I 
meant it. But I don’t think I told you why. 1 suppose you 
thought me — well, out of my wits?’ 

He actually smiled. Then seemed to sneer the smile 
down and went on slowly, as if he were writing the 
words on that quiet, morning-fresh air; 

‘For all these last days, I mean all the days we’ve been 
in Seville, since Gibraltar, there’s been something worry- 
i^ig me. There’s been something wrong. I tried to avoid 
it. I didnit want to face it, even find out what it was. It 
was something that concerned you and me, and deeply. 
Well . . . now I’ve had — I suppose — the jolt I needed, and 
a few hours aloneswith myself to look the thing straight 
in the face. Louise, it’s got to be faced — I asked you to 
marry me for all the wrong reasons. I wasn’t in love 
with you.’ 

He paused and then spoke louder, and quicker: 

‘You won’t like this, but I’ve got to . . . you see, I was 
sorry for you. I wanted to help you.’ 

‘Michael!’ 

‘No — please — ^it was something you had — a lost k>ok, 
I don’t laiow how to say it? — and knowing Harrowby 
had let you down ... I wanted to help you, and anyway 
you swept me a little off my feet, and the business ofibcing 
on that ship, th^s happen on the sea . . . all this tal^n 
together . . 
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She; got up from the 'hair, she stood li^antmg almost 
to stamp her disbelief oj^^that iodofornfi floor: don’t 
believe you, you cotiUnt. . . 

He stiffened his face and looked at her almost sourly: 

‘I* ^ 

It was pity. 

She choked out at him: ‘You’re mad, people don’t do 
such—’ 

‘Yes they do, and I was, if you like, mad. It was 
indefensible.’ *" 

‘For God’s sake, Michael . . .’ 

‘It’s no use saying I’m sorry.’ 

He stared at her with a sudden hopeless look: 

‘Oh m^dear I’m sorry, but there it is.’ 

She picked up her bag and turned towasds the door. 
The shock had passed, she was angry. 

‘I don’t beUeve you.’ , 

The hardness was in his eyes again, and his lips moved 
into a bitter smile: it was almost as if l;ic were finding, a 
dark enjoyment in the taste of it. 

‘Well, there it is,’ he said, casually stretching. 

She hesitated'by the door, half-turned back, dien opened 
it. Her shoulders seemed shrunk and slack. 

She just said: ‘All right, Michael.’ And left. 

She went straight home to find the English doctor. 

The battered old taxi shook and shivered over the lines 
and cobbles, it seemed to lurch anger out of her. Her 
pride told her she ought to be angry — ^but still she could 
not quite beUevc it. It was preposterous . . . and through 
the window a sudden basket of pink crayfish, a cluster 
of palms, a wall of huge red-and-yeUow buU-posters all 
fused madly — on such foreign streets nothing could seem 
tnily real. 

Tl^ doctor was naturally surprised to see her. When 
^ immediately said: ‘I’ve just beei^ to see Michael 
Carey’ he clicked his teeth with outright impatience — 

204 



A BED OP ROSES 

and was plainll going to lose his temper — ^but she^went 
straight on to ttU him what had happened, that Nuchael 
had broken off the engagemeft^ and she spoke with such 
candour and urgency that he listened and said nothing. 
But whdh she fipally asked jiim: ‘Doctor, what is wrong 
with him?’ he still said nothing. 

Or could say nothing ne^- He simply repeated the 
facts of the case. As she had seen, the patient was alto- 
gether much improved. But he added, with a curious 
glance at hei, that never really had there been a reason 
to suspect any dchrium. ‘It’s only plain, too plain,’ he 
added, ‘that he was brooding over something. What that 
something •was . . .’ he shiugged his shoulders. Then 
suddenly beg^n to ask her about their relations together. 
But this she could not bear, she answered shortly, and 
left. 

She was moire afraid of Madeleine, her confessor, than 
anyone else. She left a note at the hotel and spent the 
day w,^dcring the back streets — untouchable, noxious, 
afraid to meet anyone. 

But when in ,the evening she finally ttturned to the 
hotel, and found there the letter that Michael had been 
writing when she had disturbed him, a letter that in cold 
inked words restated exactly and clearly all he had said 
in the hospital, a letter whose first sentences were in 
pencil but whose bulk was in ink, so that he must have 
completed it systematically and at leisured consideration 
after she had left, a letter terribly of apology and one 
that ended with the word ‘Goodbye’ — when she found 
this she simply handed it to Madeleine and went ups^rs 
to pack. 

. Much later she took a last look round at her bags set 
in the precise and irrevocable order of packing, the folded 
squares of clothes in their neatness final, and walked out 
on to the shallo-w-balcony. There, for the last time, lay the 
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wide pid Plaza Nueva. Feathered palms ai^d the baroque- 
roofed city hall showedi black against p nk light rising 
from commercial strectrWyond, ind from the even 
greater glow that farmed out across the indigo night-sky 
from the distant, music-throbbing Feria. And a'J around 
rising with the scent of orange-flower and freshening 
leaf there sounded the lovo-cries of traffic, the plaintive 
horns hooting serenade and answer, the belling of trams 
warm with night-blood, and the distant screech of tyres 
as somewhere in the canyon of hidden streets a contact 
had been made: all swallowed in the hot heavy air, for- 
lorn as any sound on the summer night. 

But doWn in the quiet intimacy of the square, on the 
broad avenue that ran between her balcony and the first 
wall of palms, a bare electric light turned its neighbour- 
ing tree acacia-green. And here beneath it a single 
carriage turned in the quietness, a dark open carriage 
with red wheels. It bore on each side the yellow flame 
of an oil-lamp, and almost in silence its shadowy horse 
turned, lost itself in other shadows so that only a carriage 
with red wheeh fcemed to be turning by the light of old 
lamps beneath a strangely pale green jtree. Nothing else. 
Once a figure a distance away crossed tl*e wide cobbles, 
it moved slowly over that broad place.' Then nothing. 
And slowly swaying, with a fading clopping of hooves, 
the carriage moved off and was lost along the street. 

Days of carriage and of promenade, long-ago days — 
Louise’s heart in its own loss felt the passing of time, the 
tranquil age of this great old city stretched around her. 
Sadfiess discovers beauty, a saddened heart has time to 
feel. But as if these warm things touched her spine with a 
chill, she shuddered. And the next moment she was 
shucMcring again — the moth-soft scents of the evening 
receded, she felt suddenly the Seville ^f great iron dred- 
gers and its muddy slow river, of rotting slums and 
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desert ruins in jjTriana, of tourist windows desecrating 
old Sieves, of 1:j|ack locomotivop smoke on the Delicias, 
of all the corrugated* hardness^ her mind now exagger- 
ated in hatred for the place. This city had brought her 
from the*greatest happiness* to the lowest misery and 
humiliation. It was animate against her, she forced a 
superstition on it. Bitterly aliyc to the loveliness of its 
night, hating it and afraid, she banged the windows shut 
and turned bacK to her well-lit room, to the crying piles 
of luggage. 
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A^AJOR PRESCOTT ^rove fast down the flat road 
IV Ito Jerez. His foot pressed love into the accelerator, 
his black hair frizzed back and his face squinted its eyes 
in the smack of the wind. At last, the engine roared, 
we’re going somewhere. 

He had been bottled up near to bursting, he had found 
himself wanting to wring Louise’s neck. Why in God’s 
name didn’t the girl do something? Couldn’t she have 
kicked? Couldn’t she have shouted? Even that Molly 
Owen had kicked over the traces in the end — some 
shcmozzle about flinging into Harrowby’s hotel on her 
last night, opening the doors all along the corridors, 
barging into one room after another until the porters had 
got hold of her and telephoned that old soak back at the 
hotel. Hadn’t come to any good of course. Harfowby’d 
been out — he’d heard from the porter there’d been some 
trouble that night in one of the ‘houses’^, something about 
Guy insulting a whore, and by God the pride of a whore’s 
something to contend with, let alone t. double-strength 
Spanish job — ^no, Molly ’d not found hicn — and now she 
was well shipped off. . . . But at least she’d tried to do 
something. While this Louise . . . 

But in fact he was simply transferring his own impo- 
tence — ^he still felt guilty about letting Guy go scot-free. 
He knew very well how powerless she was to act. You 
caji’t slap the face of a man lying in a hospital bed, and 
nothing sensible comes of spitting in the eye of a man like 
Guy: and so on. He felt for ‘the hole she was in’ — but his 
years added an easy ‘she’ll get over it in time’. He turned 
round now and grinned at her sitting with Madeleine in 
back seat— somehow to make up for what he had 
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be^ thinking, isiadeleine waved his eyes back tQ the 
road in* alarm, ^e straightencd^^d pressed down that 
rubbery resilient accelerator. was as sensuous as press- 
ing flesh. ^Anyway— now action! Like a fierce boy he 
began to play the part of t man of action devising a 
difficult escape manccuvre, indeed an escapade. 

Plans were fixed, watertigl<. First down to Jerez for 
a few days’ business. These days to be filled socially — 
with all the enormous bodega families they woiJd 
never be alone, no time to brood. Then he had to take 
this car of Echevarria’s up to Granada, meet E. at 
Granada — and then more of the social round. Granada 
a fresh scene too, breath-taking. And aftcrwaiHs? Any- 
where — strain up to Valencia, perhaps. Barcelona. Keep 
moving at all costs. They’d just buzz off across Spain, 
plenty of new ^ces and places to absorb them, and then 
England, Home and Beauty. He hummed satisfied at the 
wljeel. They were; in the vine country now, it did him 
good to sef it. 

And it all went as he devised. Jerez received them into 
its golden arms, into its rich dark vaults. l!’ouisc allowed 
herself to be led frgm ranch to small palace, from farm 
to ample town-l&5use, round bellying dark casks ranged 
royally among Cobwebs and round black-shawled old 
women, aunts and wives and grandmothers and their 
vast families of sons and daughters. What indeed else 
was there to do but accept and let people imagine they 
were taking her nund off things? 

But her mind had its own way of healing itself. 
Slowly, stage by stage, it found methods of new sust-jn- 


ance. 


• A few days later, for instance, at a lavish dinner partjr 
after a long day, and openly in the patio of dieir h()$t’s 
house, she broke into tears. She let Madeleine hurry he^ 
away, wliilc the Jdajor explained that she was not very 
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we^. She wept all the way home in tile taxi, and in die 
room Madeleine nun^d her while ij^owly, ending in 
silences and sudden sobs*chat shook her whole body, the 
tears ebbed to a stop. It had been a small hysteria: 
but she felt afterwards tired and cleansed, be&er. 

And the next day Madeleine had posed a question 
which had been at the b^ck of aU their minds, but which 
no one had liked abrupdy to raise. 

‘Lou darling — ^we haven’t talked df it before, but 
don’t you think you ought — mean wouldn’t you like — 
to go home?’ 

Now Louise had been keeping herself from thinking 
of England. That first fresh morning taxi-ride to the 
hospital had stayed in mind — a moment of joy when 
with the air blowing through the window and the 
promise of seeing Michael again she b^d imagined an 
Enghsh spring and their new life together, years it 
seemed of fresh air. England then b^d meant a laqe of 
hawthorn draping the tall grass, high Ma^ mttles and 
moss-dripping stone, the feel of summer silk, the smell 
of talcum in'& bathroom, the pips of a wireless in a wind- 
less dusk. Now England sign&ed no more than the same 
old mews-flat and the reassembly of old routines; a sour 
and dull prospect. " 

But also — ^and she only half-admitted this secretly to 
herself, as one admits against all common sense a super- 
stition — she could not bear to leave Spain while Michael 
was still there. Somehow that would seal the break. 
Absurdly she could let herself travel hundreds of miles 
ajvay over intransigent Spanish roads, further away 
in time than an air passage from England: but it 
was impossible to leave, in terms of ^e map, that 
P^iinsula. 

It’s going to be hard wherever you are,’ Madeleine 
repeated, ‘but at least back home there’ll be more to 
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occupy you.* An3 she thought ‘occupy’ — ^how on earth 
does one*say such^things? 

‘No. I’d rather stayf’ 

‘We copjd take a plane together.’ Madeleine persisted. 

And this Louise grasped af with relief. She saw that 
Madeleine would never let her travel back alone: and 
remembered how important this trip was for the Major’s 
business. Any spotting up and journeying home would 
upset everything. She could never allow that. It was an 
excuse to stay — and a rational one. It made her responsible, 
it laid a core of positive behaviour. 

So once again and finally she was able to say ‘No. 
No, it’s sweet of you, but no. I’ll be all right. I^omise.’ 
And to mean ift 

And again a few days later, in Granada, she had to 
pull herself together and exert responsibility. Both the 
Prescotts seemed to have got out on the wrong side 
of the bed that morning. They were sulking when 
they canJfc d«>wn and this fanned up into a plain, speechless 
row. 

It was an ordinary engagement of bad Tiile — ^but its 
effect was to make Louise peacemaker. All the way up 
to the Alhambra, 'under the nightingale elms and along 
the Moorish battlements, in the Court of Lions and 
through hidden gardens of myrtle she soothed them — 
and felt much the better for it. 

And it was in Granada, too, that a moment of unique 
and again strengthening vision came to her. This time 
she was alone, again up among the great red towers of 
the Arab fortress. It was a particularly clear spring morn- 
ing, the valley of the Darro sparkled in sunlight and the 
white and orange houses on .the opposite Albaicin hill 
seemed to echo their colours in the fresh air. Sounds 
echoed too — it was a morning when sound came free^ 
and sharp and se^ed to sing up into the bright air. 
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Tbc gentle Albaidn slope spread out a'map ot lite across 
the valley, everywher^l^smsdl movements couldlic seen — 
a train of three mules podded sU>wly up one street, a 
woman hung out a line of bright washing, spmewhere a 
man made a thud of axe" on wood, “pigs squealed and 
grunted, and regularly there came high and wide on the 
windless air the long crow of a rampant cock, a sound as 
domed as the bell-clear sky itself. Sq, many scattered 
fragments of morning vigour, so many patches of colour 
and of sound — ^yet all wonderfully separate from each 
other, each unseen by the other but embraced in a whole 
by the watching eye above. A picture of morning . . . 
but something else too? Louise felt exhilarated as she 
shaded her eyes against the sun-dazzle ". . . a pain of 
pleasure at some other unremembered scene pulled at 
her — and then she realized what it was, The map of this 
hill of houses resembled so much a chart that had hung 
once years before on her schoolroom wall. A coloured 
drawing of a French village, with a pond an a house and 
frrmyard and a field and a road, a litde French vocabulary 
illustrated. In this picture, which lived in a clear spring 
light of sharply-drawn figures and rlear-washed colours, 
there strode about — but deadstill— a life of blue- 
trousered peasants, aproned farm-wives, yellow ducks, 
brown-spotted cows, pigs, dogs, cats, hens, cocks, horses 
and aU the rest of the farmyard scene. Hour after hour, 
whenever the words of her schoolbooks had dried in 
her mind, she had fed and refreshed her eyes on this 
picture. And its unique quality, now matched exaedy 
b/ the Albaicin panorama, was that all these diverse 
men and women and animals acted quite separately. They 
were magnificently independent. Nobody seemed to sec 
what the next was doing. It was like an extraordinary 
> village of the deaf and bmid. 

So this picture of freedom so deeply instilled came true 
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before her eyes. A morning for the ring of bucket^ on 
the stone? a momiyg for the shine ilf washing on a line . . . 
and up there on the*Moorish^ramparts she stood and 
breathed tins wide and hopeful air, air of morning hope, 
of the chil^ood ®f the world. Yet still it saddened her. 
On that last evening in Seville unhappiness had evoked 
beauty and now the reverse occurred, beauty bore sadness. 
But it was a sac^css alive, a strength of melancholy, a 
living and powerful taste. Sadness, when the heart is 
freed from facile joys, discovers new sensibility: life is 
felt more keenly, more profoundly than ever before. 
‘Dulled by sorrow’ is seldom true for long. 

So the days passed. She was never quite fre^from a 
kind of hopelessness, the melancholy remained; and the 
mind abhors a vacuum, and of course those days could 
not seem anytlyng but aimless. This hanging about 
Spain was a kind of marking time. Though tliey tried 
ind<^d to make a strenuous time of it. The enormous and 
delicate Alhambra, blood-rcd in the sun against the 
great snow-mountains above, a miracle device of hot 
palm-coimtry against ice, was in itself a *considerable 
exercise — let alone tjie grotesquely mixed city of con- 
crete skyscrapers dihd adobe terraces beneath. And under 
Echevarria’s guidance they again lived a full social round 
in the patios of his hospitable Spanish friends. To the 
end that man was courteous and generous, restrained and 
thoughtful: no one had told him of any trouble, but 
unobtrusively he went out of his way to look after Louise, 
he seemed to smile out his own leathern resources for 
her nourishment. And the Major was aU for keeping 
moving. As soon as the tempo of interest in Granada 
seemed to be slackening, he booked scats on the Valencia 
express. And so the sixth day saw them up early ajjid 
settling in to their compartment for the fourteen-hour, 
run tmough to the orange coast. Another stage in the 
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‘aiisless’ joutney. Bur already they were the aim for 
others. 

At about the time they left Granada two matters took 
their predicted course. Guy received a hoped-for tele- 
gram from London: and»^ Michael Carey was discharged 
fit from hospital. ^ 

‘But — ^you mean — get up?’ Carey sat up in bed stupe- 
fied. The doctor had spoken with the casual air that 
doctors assume for greater precision. Until this moment 
Carey had still beheved that all the doctor’s previoiu 
assurances — ‘You’ll be out in a day or two’ and ‘We’ll 
see tomorrow’ — ^were said only to hearten him. Yet here 
was this man giving an expUcit order — it suddenly seemed 
extraordinary that he was there at all,, casual in a grey 
suit, a smell of soap on his hands, out and about, probably 
up for hours, breakfast inside him, now going off soime- 
where else. T •< 

‘Of course I mean it,’ the doctor was saying, while 
Carey studied his bottom waistcoat button with wonder, 
‘you’re fit as a fiddle — that is, take if. easy for a couple of 
days, of course . . . but otherwise — ‘and he cheked his 
fingers in a final gesture. 

‘Doctor,’ Michael said slowly. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Doctor — am I absolutely all right?’ 

‘Now old man, I’ve told you that.’ 

Michael studied him carefully. 

‘You mean — in every way, in the future . . . ?’ 

‘You’ve nothing whatsoever to worry about.’ 

]But . . .’ 

jNow what?’ 

‘Am I — ^you know, complete, like any other man?’ 

The doctor sighed and gave Michael a mock-stem 
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look from under his brows — ^{jpering over invi^ble 
spectacles. 

‘Complete? I dtm’tknow whit you mean. I do know if 
you go on like this I’ll be of the opinion you’re a bit 
wanting in the upper storey. ’Course you’re complete.' 

Micluel swallowed and then blurted it. 

‘I can have — ^I’mean, I can m^e children?’ 

The doctor swimg back, hands in pockets, and bellowed 
with laughter. 

‘Hundreds!’ he roared. 

Michael closed his eyes, ‘Oh God,’ he said and sank 
back on his pillow horrified and grateful. 

Much later he left the hospital. He had tol^Jfe whole 
long and difficult story to the doctor, whose manner had 
instantly changed — he had known something was wrong, 
but nothing so jirofound as this. Immediate and sym- 
pathetic advice: ‘Go after her. Quick as you can. All 
car^ on the table, ^t all costs don’t hesitate.’ 

'^X^cll vjas exactly what he wanted to hear. And so 
he spent an immediate hour with the hall porter, trying 
to telephone Echevarria, telephoning the oifices in Jerez. 
The total answer -yas vague — tliat they had left for 
Granada, addres? unknown. But it was known to 
Michael — ^franticiflly he searched for an envelope on 
which they had all previously jotted an itinerary home. 
Granada was on it, with a suggested hotel. He was not 
too well supplied with money, he considered the idea 
of a plane, then decided to play sure and conserve all his 
resources. He booked a scat in the morning bus. 

Afterwards he walked out and up to where the Feya 
had been. A dragging curiosity took him tlicre — ^mainly 
to see again the exact spot where the trouble had occurred. 
He found the wide Prado a wreck. The casetas had bjen 
struck, workmen were clearing away the last torn canvas, 
wood partitions, the mass of wire and dead electric lights. 
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Torpi paper, wreckage, litter of every 'kind — and curi- 
ously, for the backs \jf things were exposed, all of 
this was grey and white, ^ colour»was gone. 

He found the spot only by the gipsy fires. He stood 
and looked at the muddy ^rass — there, exacfly there it 
must have happened — and looked round him. Nothii^ 
was recognizable. What ptherwise would have seemed 
a forlorn and miserable scene filled him with joy. It 
showed the thing to be a dream, a picture of no import- 
ance, a matter of the past. But the words he had con- 
fected at Louise were no dream. They tolled miserably 
down inside him. He shuddered. To be capable of in- 
venting Suen a thing. . . . Would she ever be able truly to 
understand? He tried to decide, with misgfiving, that she 
would. 

In another part of the city Guy reqpived what he |jad 
hoped against hope for — a big offer from large film 
company. It was the first time. It meant a lot of money 
in the pocke^'and a certain security if jhe film was un- 
exceptional enough to draw a large, public. The end of 
small parts in die theatre, the battle for broadcasts, 
walk-ons in films and all the loitering In between. Guy 
had no great love for his art: the life suited him, he had 
his ephemeral enthusiasms for this part or that. He liked 
a sudden access of money, but he got on easily enough 
without it. And though he lacked enthusiasm for ^e 
fine pinnacles of his craft, he lacked also the dreadful 
eamesmess that prevailed among so many of his fellow- 
professionals. 

Though however much he might have despised the 
mqpotony of actor-talk, he most certainly wanted to 
pdk about himself at the moment. Not so much to receive 
congratulations as to share the exhilaration of the jack- 
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pot. But there he was, with hu ship come hom^ in a 
dtjr of strangers. The white wills of his bedroom were 
not to be endumd, he went otit and walked fast along the 
street with the telegram folded live in his pocket. He 
cursed all these* dark men Standing round talking their 
incomprehensible tongue: they should have been dancing 
for his joy, tedth flashing onl)( wonder at this all-embrac- 
ing news. Then suddenly he thought of a huge inter- 
national hotel along the way — there would be English 
and Americans in the bar. 

There were. He soon got himself talking to two crew- 
cut yoimg m»*.i V>msv at their morning martinis. And after 
a decent interval he suddenly doubled the ustEtf order and 
announced his celebration. The Americans were poUte. 
They raised their glasses with formal geniality, their well- 
shaven lips marling over good American teeth. ‘Jeeze, 
that’s swell!’ ‘Sounds like you’re on to something, 
fellah I’ But thcir,eyes were cold, they had heard of flhm 
beforoy a|id soon they were back talking what they 
wanted to talk — cliches of church architecture and all 
over again the jnystery of the bullfight. 

He went out ajid into a bar in a side-street. He sat 
listening to thtf Spanish all around. He thought of the 
group of Frenth-speaking Spaniards he had gone out 
with on the night Molly was looking for him — there 
certainly had been trouble, he wondered whether he 
should telephone them, realized it would be no good, and 
for once cursed himself for not behaving better, he should 
have had more common sense. Suddenly he realized 
someone was talking to him. A cheerful man wcarijfLg a 
black mourning band was leaning over with a botde of 
sherry — explaining something and smiling, obviously 
ofl[ering him a drink for good humour’s sake.- Poj^ibly 
this bastard also had a contract? Guy managed the wqfd 
he had learned: ‘Extranjero. Foreigner,’ and found himself 
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absurcjly pointing his finger at his mouth, mouthit^: 
‘No speak-a.’ But the ^aniard laughed, put a 'warm 
hand on his shoulder, poiurcd a drink, itid, as astoundingly 
so often happens, went on speaking to Guy in Spanish. 

That bar was called Los C&racoles and along one side 
was a glass wall-tank filled with the little snails themselves. 
They shd slowly about, thfir pale putty stomachs open 
and clutching at the glass, and these Guy ^found himself 
watching as the interminable Spanish words cracked and 
gurgled about his ears. It was too much. The snails, the 
Spanish — ^it could go on for ever. Suddenly he made his 
mind up. He rose and, abrupt as usual, concerned only 
with his of^ purpose, left. 

There is occasion and there is cause. The snails, the 
Spaniard, the two Americans and this indigestible 
triumph of his news together fanned the, occasion of a 
quick decision. The cause was much deeper. It was un- 
foreseen. It was loneliness. To travel al^ne had s«emed ^ 
comfortable way of passing the period of h»s quarrel 
with Louise — ^which he never doubted would blow over: 
a new country, a holiday from the old face — ^what 
better? But for once he found he had,, not the resources 
in him to amuse himself. He had to fac£ it — ^he needed 
her. Badly. 

He had to think quickly. The question of returning to 
England was attractive but impractical — there would be 
weeks of waiting before the studios would call him. But 
he had no exact idea where Louise might be, he had no 
itinerary, no list of possible hotels as Carey had. He went 
straight to their hotel and asked at the desk. The hall 
porter who had helped Carey telephone remembered. 
Jerez and Granada. But no hotel names, no indication of 
the jext stop. Guy weighed it up quickly — Granada 
nqfant strilung east and probably then north: Barcelona 
was one way out. Possibly Maifod and Inin? Possibly — 
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but the Mediterranean appeal was more likely. any 
rate BSrcclona was his own way home. 

He left for tlfc ticket agency. 


And deep in the lunar foothills of the Sierra Nevada, 
the curious bllint-noscd ripi^p wound its way Valencia- 
wards. Like blind scent-busy beetle this single coach 
of blue and silver, this Diesel eccentric of the railroad, 
turned and re-tumed as the track made its way through 
moonstruck mountains brown in the sunshine: so tor- 
tuous this nf'«;iiij^ about in the crevasses and cuttings and 
ravines that at one moment the great sugal%ne of the 
distant Sierra, might appear to the north, the next south- 
ward, and then suddenly to the west dead straight on 
from where ^ey liad come. It was perplexing, mad. 
And then, when a wide plain of broken loess suddenly 
o|)cned out to rQ,vcal the town of Guadix, the earthen 
field beegme scattered with white pimples like bright 
puff-balls, chinuicys of a great assembly of caves. Even 
the names that passed were difficult to bClieve: Iznalloz, 
Guadix, Baza. 

But unsettling as this mirage protested to be, the 
journey in essehce was settling to the spirit. There we^'c 
fourteen hours of it. The coach was crammed with 
passengers and baggage, Louise had her one seat and 
little else for a day and an evening: a box of a wine-bar 
took up a miraculous few feet at one end of the carriage 
— ^but this was not the place for a lady and in any case a 
bother to reach. There were several half-hour stop%for 
meals, but for the greater part of the journey there she 
was, settled, undemanded of and unable to demand, a 
captive of the seat and her thoughts. 

And among much else she thought of her past lifey— 
gnd pictures of Guy sometimes recurred, vividly, and by 

219 



A BED OF ROSES 


the '\^ay she developed tpid tasted them in her mind’s 
eye, in some way sdll^^reciously. As usual, the past 
isolated its pleasurable moiiients: as hsuali, the instinct to 
avoid pain dulled its memory. Particular and always 
golden times imposed themselves — a moment ih’October 
in London, a good clean morning with yellow leaves 
crisp on the pavement and 3 premonition of frost keen in 
the nose, when they had walked past a ^hop-window 
glittering in the angled sunshine and she had seen their 
reflections, two together, for a perpetual second: and 
another time, above a railway goods yard in some 
suburb (why were they there?), stopped by an enormous 
sunset making a remote lost land of islands and estuaries 
in the sky above the real lost land of grimed rail-tracks, 
and she had looked up at liis profile lost in these lost lands 
and seen all the wide magnihcencc around reflected there. 
When such pictures came to her she tried to fix them in 
her mind, to fix and find more m the;in, as one might 
dwell on a treasured photograph reconstructing^ more 
and more of tho past from it; or, after some party, try 
to relive it agaili in the unhurried dark of, one’s bedroom, 
bringing to mind forgotten conversations and episodes 
lost in the general excitement. She remembered exactly 
how she had been dressed on these occa!>ions; and how 
Guy had responded to things she had said: and above 
all she felt again the wider, immaterial sense of blessed 
participation in each other. Time and again, in exaspera- 
tion, she put such thoughts away. But it was like closing 
a box of forbidden sweets. 

Pjst Baza, past Lorca and lunch. The day settled in. 
Prescott and Madeleine had fallen asleep: tliey sat 
crumpled together a few seats away. A magazine was 
gent^ shpping off Madeleine’s lap; Louise watched it 
w^out moving, long ago they had all given up the 
ei^usting grimace and call across seats. On one side the 
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cream-coloured blinds had beet|lowered against the sun; 
a halfliaze of hot siesta darkeHcd the coach, and above 
the lounging ^|)^s of bodies cigarette smoke barred 
itself bright blue in a lonely shaft of sunlight. Louise was 
quite alone, quhe awake, alid the ceaseless stream of the 
country, now here, now gone, flowed like the backward 
stream of her pwn thoughts.* 

It was now|a whole day since Prescott Ixad telephoned 
the hospital in Seville to find that Michael had been dis- 
charged. Unexpected news. It had seemed for a moment 
as if he were now free to come to her — then the moment 
passed and ;hc v» 's left thinking: How quickly he’s 
recovered now I’ve gone. Now his freedom dWy seemed 
to seal him further away. Later that morning she had 
written to the doctor in Seville apologizing for her 
abrupt bchavipur. And that letter, too, seemed an act of 
resignation, a cutting of final threads. 

.Resignation, too, last night. Part of resigning is to 
begin ‘aficsh, and they had all, in Madeleine’s phrase, 
decided to clear the air and ‘beat it up’. So to a gipsy cave 
on the Albaicin. They had had several Sottles of wine. 
The atmosphere h?d been amusing. Such prosperity — ^the 
cave spotlessly lime-washed, the walls ablaze as a Devon 
tea-shop with copper pans and fire-irons; for once the 
price of wine was high; one cave along the way was even 
known to have a tiled bathroom. Yet none of this could 
spoil the quality of the dancing and singing itself, these 
survived as gravely pure and exotic as ever. Later they 
had driven home and gone on drinking in Louise’s room 
at the hotel. To the amusement and apprehension of 
some of the hotel staff they started to stamp out the gipsy 
dances themselves. They made a lot of noise and laughed 
a lot. Louise had got herself drunk on purpose. It did no 
good and she knew it. And she knew it more definitely 
in the packed dry carriage the next day. 
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Tlu; train gritted hotly on. Her mind began to ramble. 
What was she? What lad she always been? She looked 
down and saw her hand, ind past it he&’ calf and ankle 
and foot. Well-known fingers, trying to taper and never 
quite succeeding: ankles in filie new stockings, good slim 
ankles hoping their bones were not too prominent: shoes 
new, disconcerting, but in,them feet thatSvere hers and 
only hers. All parts of her. In fact there she was, exactly 
there, sitting below herself. Same hands that had picked 
the skin of these same toes in the dark of her girlhood 
bed; same feet that had felt the bruise of hard ridges on 
the seaside sand, same that had danced themselves sore 
in their high heels. And this same head that was 
thinking of this . . . what had gone on through that head 
all this time? Summer mornings, winter frosts, dripping 
autumn afternoons — ^what had it truly bpen after, been 
at? 

Just then Elche appeared at the’ window — a dfied riypr 
course overhung with white houses, first spouting of 
African palm plantations, and glittering in the centre a 
glazed dome 6f deep royal blue whose blueness dazzled 
and overcame everything. Louise wajtched abstractedly, 
only the deep blue dome made its impassion — and her 
mind wandering in the past chose to fink this with a 
memory, it brought back a bright blue glazed pot that 
had sat, perhaps still sat, on the bookcase of the room 
where she had begun the first work of her — could one 
call it so?— career. Well, that had been something, she 
had preferred this ill-paid serious work of archaeologic 
research to a more lucrative and glamorous job offered 
at the same time. That was something, or was it? Was it 
even consistent? She might as well be two-headed as well 
as actwo-handed creature — ^there had been sad lapses in 
bfCween. A night-club period, the time of the ‘happy 
tramp* when to slouch and slop became an ideal, a 
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number of odd romances that h^ drifted her in difiierent 
directions. Lapses — ^but were tncy so sad? They left a 
residue of expcAenae. However ... it all boiled down 
distinctly ^to two persons, not one, operating. And that, 
my sweet, is a truism. Thai is known the world over. 
People are always two people, if not more. 

But truismsY:annot just be-spoken and believed, Aey 
must be felt be known. The wise old words wind 
very easily round the brain, winding — but wait till a 
years-old adage stands stockstill and is! . . . Wait till it 
fits, hits you between the eyes! Well, she thought, so I 
am Just a gir! wants to cat her cake and have it? Yes. 

And is this unusual? No. And can one go oif hke this? 
No. Then must I, young as I am at twenty-seven, sit 
down and make up my mind? You might as well start 
early. 

At that point the r£pido entered the enormous Elche 
p^m-groves, and«niilc after mile of elephant-hide trunks 
dazzletk by like stout railings. A gap, a vision of salt- 
lands straggling to the sea — but always the palms closed 
in again. The tr^in wliirred on, the palms’whirrcd dazz- 
ling by . . . and perversely Louise’s mind grew clear. It 
was almost a tlarity of impatience — dazzled by the 
flickering palmS, hazed by hangover, packed in witli 
smoke and bodies and baggage, muddled by introspection, 

' pure impatience seemed to clear her head and suddenly 
start making up her mind. But it was more than that. 
It just happened to be the moment when the re- 
sources that had been regathering in her over the last 
days sought an outlet, a decision, a purpose. Quite 
coolly, and firmly, and with no surprise — for uncon- 
sciously this impulse must have been growing all the 
time — she decided to get Michael back. 

Get him back. Get him. Behind those moth-soft ey*- 
bcows the mind hardened, grew very hard and alert 
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inde«Kl. Plans came &<m nowhere instantly, her brain 
rode smoothly into acron as if all the time it had been 
prepared and housed, oikd and 'v^’aitlng. And as this 
happened, though what she thought was not always 
pleasant, her lips lengthened' sHghtly intb a smile, a long- 
ing predatory smile Hke the taste of food. 

The train drove into Alicante bay and 'topped. Silence 
suddenly. Silence and the sight of the S(ta, a palm-lined 
promenade, a beach. Then the engine gave an oily cough 
and started off in reverse, shunted through the town 
along the side of the road, turned past a high engine- 
shed round^as a bull-ring and gathered speed for the 
northwaM" journey. 

Madeleine woke up and stretched, cursed the magazine 
dropped so long ago on the floor. Then exclaimed at the 
changed scenery — for now the land had grown suddenly 
green, now for miles they ploughed through wide orange 
and lemon orchards, and the rich scen^from these gusted 
through the open tops of the windows an<^ Ailed the 
coach. She called to Louise over the people between, 
pointed out oVthe window. But Louise only nodded. No 
more landscape for her — she was interested from now on 
only in people. 

Michael Carey arrived in Granada the day the others 
left. Rain had fallen ovem^ht. The gutters ran with mud. 
He left his cases at the station and took a tram up to the 
centre of the town. From there he was directed up a hill- 
street wet with chalkish mud to the new-built hotel 
whose nai.ie was pencilled in his old itinerary. 

He did not hesitate. He went in as, all being decided, 
oni might walk into a hospital for an operation. 
c He gave her name and the porter nodded amicably. 
‘The English,’ he nodded, with approval. 
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Michael’s heart rose instantly, ^e good luck to have 
found them so easily! In a minutes in a few seconds ! 
It suddenly ocemrre^ that shf might be out, and after 
all this time the thought of having to wait for half an 
hour seeiribd unbssarable. 

But then the desk-clerk was shaking his head, looking 
automatically yick at the pigeon-holes behind for a 
message, shaking his head again! ‘They left this morning.* 

The little hotel hall subsided to its bare morning empti- 
ness, Michael saw he was simply standing there in a hotel 
haU alone with a porter ^nd a desk-clerk. The sound of 
an electric sweep^’r whined from a room along the corri- 
dor. Probably from her own room, clcaninj, ♦way the 
last of her. He stood there imagining the clatter of 
luggage, the excitement of coats and bags and taxi as 
the group of them would have left, filling the corridors 
one moment wfth hurry and the next gone away. 

Gone. The hours ahead revealed themselves. He tried 
to *pull Jiiipsclf together, made enquiries and discovered 
they had left for Valencia, and then went down to a 
travel agency. 

There was no seat on the Valencia express for two days. 
Perhaps one might try at the station . . . there was always 
— ^the agency man waved his grey-oUve hand to embrace 
all the world and all time — a chance ... or call in again 
•in the morning? Manana, manana — the old joke as 
always quite true, endearing and exasperating. He stood 
there helpless, no way out, islanded on the plateau of this 
city. 

But there was a way out. The very delay gave hiqi a 
moment to pause and reconsider his immediate instinct. 
Better, after all, not Valencia. Better surely to get one 
step further ahead and make sure of things. He booked 
through to Barcelona. He would find them somehow. ^ 

The danger was Majorca. Palma was suggested on his 
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list — though at least Jt carried a question-mark. Were 
ther6 boats firom Pamu straight to France? Planes? 
Could they get home ipissing Barcelona altogether? 
And in any case what were they doing? Wliat state of 
mind were they in? Would JLouise now want tO stay out 
of England or get back? He suddenly enviss^ed her 
spending weeks, as it were recuperating, c .1 the Balearics. 
But still Barcelona was die surer bet. 'Si any case, he 
could never seriously imagine her needifig recuperation 
after his insignificant demise, he simply felt her to be a 
creation superior in every way, her fife would naturally 
resume its sure course. 

He wa^-^.'»nfirmed in this when he returned to the hotel 
and booked for the night. The boy who brought his 
luggage was very merry about those English departed. 
In the hotchpotch French that served fo»- all foreigners, 
he described with glee the party of the ‘previous night, 
particularly the behaviour of one of the ladies. He even 
danced a &w steps of a zapateado in demonstration. 
But when Michael, thinking of Madeleine’s light- 
coloured hair' gave him a kind of smile and said: ‘The 
blonde?’ the boy shook his head positively and said no the 
dark one. There could be no doubt who had been so 
funny dancing. 

A confusion of hopelessness and jealousy filled him as 
he then opened his attention wider on the boy. Painfully 
he asked again for all the details. Another page-boy of 
another nation might have closed up at such evident 
questioning — but this one was innocent of iimuendo, in 
fact proud of his guests, and was most pleased to re- 
create the scene in the greatest detail. Michael was in a 
mood to believe anything: his heart sank. 

He went out into the town. The plane — ^for that had 
beeh his rash decision — did not leave until the next mom- 
iiig. There were hours to fill in and a hotel bedroom, 
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where at the best of times a distuibing Hfe is led between 
the basin with its stuck waste-plug and the window with 
its exasperatingly lijnited striet-view — a bedroom was 
no place for him at such a time. He went out and walked 
up to the* Alhambra, and then above to the gardens of 
the summer p^ace only a few yards higher, the Genera- 
life. There henuounted an obvious look-out tower, a 
tower with a «lebrated view, and placed his hands on 
the very balcony rail on which Louise’s hands had rested 
the day before. This was no coincidence, it was a natural 
apex for the visitors. Ga^ng out over that extraordinary 
perspective of j^’lace and htll and plain he thought of 
this, imagined her there, and looked down «.• his own 
hands with fearful curiosity. His guilt, even at such a 
remote contact — or was it simply the sight of his hands? 
came riling baek. Once more he went over the enormity 
of what he had said to Louise. It was truly terrible. How 
co^d anyone, evg:, thiifk of forgiving ... so far he had 
bhndlytfollowed her, buoyed up by the doctor’s words, 
trying not to dwell on what he had said, only wishing to 
get there and sp^eak it all out quickly anck straight. But 
this delay ... he wanted to write, he thought even of 
writing the same letter to all the hotels on their list. But 
it was impossible to write even one letter, such thing' 
did not go down on paper. 

He stood above the myrtle gardens and looked down 
at the delicate Arab arches and the silver play of fountains 
and felt guiltier and guiltier. The gardens were many, 
small and walled, like a dozen London back-gardens 
interlinked with steps and grilled gates. They looj^ed 
from above like a hive of damp prison-cells. And here 
the Arab kings used to wander against the summer heat, 
the snows like sherbet against the hot blue above ^ . . 
yet what king knew what assassin stood with the loi^g 
knife behind each turn of these walls? Guilty himself, he 
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saw intensely the terrw resident in those gardens. The 
paradise smacked of blood. Among the dark cypresses, 
themselves like shadowedi figures, ^ single nightingale 
sang. For the rest, silence, sunshine, dark shadows, a 
silence of treachery. 

He turned away, he had been deliberately giving way 
to his nerves — and left that uneasy pl^’e. He walked 
slowly down the long elm-walk to the lefel of the town. 
He took trams at random, sat in caf6 after cafe, search- 
ing the street-scene to divert his attention. He sat opposite 
ancient Moorish walls and modern concrete skyscrapers. 
He noticed how even the most modern building still had 
its skylinr planted with obelisks and urns, and began to 
make a counting of them. This was bad, again giving in 
to nerves — he began to walk. The idea of Majorca oc- 
curred to him again. It assumed a dreadful significance. If 
they did go there, he could wander for weeks. He walked 
faster — away from the idea of Majorca, Dusk«found him 
in the busy old Plaza de Bibbarambla, its blye hnterns 
gloating slyly among the green leaves, and the paseo 
was again upon him. All Granada was out: everyone 
greeting each other, no one greeting him. 

He wandered, lonelier and loneUor, had dinner, 
wandered again. That night a great stovm hit the city. 
Lightning flashed purple on a slate-black sky, huge 
facades of white concrete or the distant pale motmd of 
the Sierra showed suddenly violet and vanished. A great 
downpour flooded the streets. In an empty intersection 
of roads in the centre of the town a number of quails 
flyijpg from Africa were forced down, drenched and 
exhausted. The little fat birds trotted about in the puddles, 
and men walked after them knocking them dead with 
stic^. Simply with sticks. Tobacco-sellers, lottery- 
sq^ers, anyone who was about made their kill. A brisk 
market began. 
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Michael went up to bed. 


Guy kidded at the Muntadas airport the following day. 
The same storm fiiat had hit the Granada table-land never 
caught up with him; such a storm was a strange visitant 
for that time if the Spanish,year, its great grey-bkck 
clouds rolled olt fanwise across tlie dry land and headed 
slowly north, catching Louise at Valencia and appalling 
the Valencians, many of whose farmers, despite their 
love of rain, crossed their black smocks in superstitious 
fear. 

But Barcelona lay bathed in hot spring sun'Shine, the 
great port rattled in the sun. Guy’s first move was to 
take a room at the station hotel: in fact, to station himself 
there. He planned to hang around and watch the trains 
come in. In case they came by air, he arranged for the 
hotel porter to sand a runner round the more obvious 
hotels <b enquire — Barcelona runs with the poor and a 
few pesetas bring a deal of service. The alternative watch- 
point might have been a cafe on the RamlJlas, foreigners 
must sooner or kt^r meet on that celebrated avenue of 
trees and flowet-stalls milling down to the port: but 
the Rambks are too busy, too easy to miss someone 
there. Better the station. 

So Guy settled himself into the hfe of stations among 
the station-livers. Restless, he sat among the restless. 
His news still undigested, he lived among other people 
preoccupied with plans and projects. Every main rail- 
way station in Europe knows the business man wJio 
knows no more of the town than the station: his precinct 
is the buffet and the cab-rank, he smells of eiit,ine-smoke 
and paper towels, his ears are full of the owl-hoo» of 
engines behind great glass arches. Of Mikn he kno\fs 
nothing but the red salvia beds and Mussolini’s travesty 
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of ccBicrete; of Geneva^o blue lake, only the pale grey 
brio of the cafe in the station yard; of London ilb more 
than the lounges of the Grosvenorr Of Barcelona, the 
same. Yet he is envied for seeing so mu^h of the 
world. 

With all the other station dependents, rnd among the 
hintcrhfc of peak-capped, hotel-runners And prostitutes 
and pimps, Guy took liis place. Against the grubby 
fa9ades of thin terminus hotels or in the big buffet 
he drank his cooUng beer and waited. Now and then 
he went in to watch the trains empty themselves; 
or wandered along to die Ramblas and the busy port 
streets. BGt mostly he just sat and drank his beer and 
watched, fuming his inactivity, eyes constandy on search. 
They not only sought Louise. They sought anything. 
In this they were unlike his friend the jVlajor’s eyes in 
their habit of glaring : with Prescott the impulse was to 
assure himself that everything was all right, ship-shape — 
but Guy’s search was a prowl, he had the look of some- 
one wanting 'to pick something up, or break it up. He 
belonged to s’^ation life. 

Yet this life did offer one further advantage: it offered 
a changing population of foreigners ^A^ho spoke other 
languages than Spanish. Apart from L’ouise, Guy was 
plain bored lonely. Exercising liis usual charm, he was 
soon able to make a passing friend or two. But as easily 
as he made them, a resdess canker moved him after a few 
hours to aUenate what he had found. He found it im- 
possible to compromise with the polite illusions that 
nuke life tenable, under a mild cloud of whitish lie, 
among people of short acquaintance. 

Thus once he singled out an elderly lady by her clothes 
and her large low protruding behind as probably Dutch 
CL Scandinavian: diese usually speak English, he went 
forward and helped her shut a suitcase that she had opened 
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on the buflet floor. She thanked l^m and they talket^ She 
turned but to be EngHsh, he had not properly marked 
the make-up oniier|face. He listened while she told him 
where she^had come from, where she was going, and a 
fair outline of het family life? When at length he told her 
casually that kc was an actor, and in flhns, she was 
genuinely imposed. But she^had not seen any of the 
plays in which |ie had taken part, she could not, in fact, 
identify herself with him, and rather skittishly, for she 
was one who plainly considered herself young for her 
years, excused herself wjth a joke: 

‘Us old on.,s uvu’t get around much, you know.’ 

Guy looked at her carefully. ‘No,’ he said? ‘I don’t 
suppose you do.’ 

The lady started, then tried quickly to pass it over. 

But Guy tooj: trouble not to. He threw himself into a 
long, carefully condoling expiation of the disabiUties of 
agp. ‘But in your y<)ung flays, hfe must have been so much 
richer flia« ours. . . .’ And he carefully named a date 
before the turn of the century, a decade before what 
could have beciv that lady’s evident Spring. And again: 
‘But how nice not to have to exert yourself so much — 
I’m always gladf of a rainy day when one cant go out, 
when one can dose the windows and really relax. . . . 
I suppose it must be like that . . . ?* 

Finally he smiled goodbye to a lady much disturbed 
and several years older. 

On another occasion he fell in with a Swiss gentleman 
— a traveller, as might too easily be expected, in watches. 
This in itself was lightly exasperating. And die qjan 
seemed, sitting there in his proper grey suit with his grey 
rubber coat neatly folded on his knee, to be too selfe 
provident and through his rimless spectacles too severely 
benign. Guy soon got on to watches, and thence to ill 
measurement. The Swiss naturally praised exactitude. 
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Gu% argued gainst' ith *As soon as you measure some- 
thing, it disappears,* he asserted, and exaggerated at 
length on this theme. Thai Swiss dq^n#!ed: Guy scoffed. 
The Swiss was an intelligent man, and knew there were 
all sides to all problems. * But he was not 'intelligent 
enough to remain unmoved, he grew at^ry. It was that 
deeply galling anger at , injustice — and^he finished by 
losing his temper. Guy answered with iijpny: the upshot 
was that the Swiss gentleman rose abruptly and left — and 
remained on edge for the rest of the day. 

But on yet a third occasion, in between trains, when 
Guy had ventured along to the Ramblas and the sun 
shone off bird-stalls and flower-stalls and gold-lettered 
signs saying, amid a freckling of plane-leaves, Sihlis y 
Lavajes y ViAS UwTANiAS — On this occasion he showed 
himself in a somewhat better light. It happened in a small, 
afternoon-empty bar. Two young Englishmen were 
drinking; it did not need their grey flannek and twf'cd 
coats to define them, they were loud-voiced and* blatant, 
holidaymakers in their twenties and very sure of them- 
selves. 

Two or three beggar-boys came and stood near, at the 
door. Their heads were cropped against*hce — one, sharp- 
cheeked and blown-beUied, was in faict a crop-haired 
girl. Then the oldest of them, plainly half-witted and an 
object of display, began to bark like a dog. He came 
barking up to the young Englishmen holding his thin 
hands up to his chest like paws. He stood there, and Uke 
a little mad wolf-thing howled. The Englishmen leaned 
ag^st the bar and laughed: they exchanged a look — 
somehow self-congratulatory — and laughed. Then one 
of them spoke in Spanish — so they were not, after all, 
ho^daymakers? — ordering the boy to lift his leg like a 
dog against a chair. The boy did this. In fact, he himself 
was laughing. Finally the little ‘clown’ held his hand out 
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for money. Suddenly looking (^ve, the Englishpien 
felt in their pockets. But instead of putting the pesetas 
into the boy’s oiKstr^tched hand they threw them away 
on the littered cafe floor, shouting: ‘Fetch!’ 

Guy got up anfl went straight over: 

‘Pick ’em uplf he said. 

The EnglistLMen raised thejr eyebrows and laughed 
to each omer: )‘Oho!’ they said and: ‘Who have we 
here?’ 

Guy stood there and repeated louder: 

‘Pick those pesetas upj’ 

One of thcui gi-jv/led: ‘Who the hell are you?’ 

The other said: ‘Leave this to me,’ and toflk a step 
forward. 

‘D’you want to make something of it?’ he said to 
Guy. 

Guy looked him up and down. 

‘^cs,’ he said. 

A paftse* The beggar-children had scented something 
and stood huddled and frightened by the door. 

The young mjtfi said less decisively: ‘Weit, if you want 
to make something^of it . . .’ He tapered off uncertainly. 

Guy said: ‘I dft,’ 

Another pausdl And he repeated sharply: 

‘Well — are you going to pick them up?’ 

The young man shrugged his shoulders and muttering 
‘No use making a bloody mountain out of a molehill, no 
bloody sense of humour . . .’ went down on his heels 
and picked the pesetas up. 

‘Now hand them properly to that boy,’ Guy said. • 

The dog-boy shrank back as the pesetas were handed 
to him; then he took them, but now furti\ ly, all fun 
gone. The voice of authority was about. 

But the voice of authority only turned back to the b«r 
without saying another word. The young men, awkward 
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buCipuUing themselv^ up into a sneer as they got near 
the door, left. 

The children, now frightened, left to©. And once again 
Guy was left, however fair his momentary instinct, and 
however brutally low the level of fun he had spoiled, in 
a funless, empty room. 
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G uy was in Barcelona on the tliird of May. On the 
sixth, Louke and the Prcscotts arrived. One day 
later, on the sWenth, Michael Carey’s plane touched 
down at Muntal^s. 

Guy need never have worried about posting himself at 
the station. In fact, he missed the train on which they 
eventually arrived. But, there is another place where 
visitors to a city ate apt to nicet — the Head Post OfiEice. 
And there quite casually he ran into them. 

They were standing in a crowd at the stamp counter. 
On this last lap of the journey they had spent the after- 
noon remembSijng friends at home they had forgotten — 
now they stood with postcards fanning out in their hands 
lik« playing-cardsf silent and waiting, Ustening to the 
echoes t»f<he great post-hall, feeling how insecure all 
those papers looked lying about among the fingers of 
southern clerks, wondering whether one wis allowed to 
smoke, and so on^ Into this impassive assembly Guy 
broke like a smaM storm; like a playboy on a plage more 
than a man in a ^ost office and in disgrace. 

‘Louise!’ He took hold of both her arms and stood 


grinning down at her. 

One moment the echoing post office — ^then this well- 
known face, unbrushed hair, tie askew, smiling all teeth 


and strong eyes twinkling, plainly pleased and ex|7ecting 
pleasure. It was only noticeable that he had called hur 
‘Louise’ — ^not Ludovica or Lulu. 


Her heart jumped — ^but a very Uttle. Si answered 
coolly, feeling hard inside, unmoved enough even tc^be 
amxised by his absurd resilience. 

‘Guy! And where have you sprung from?’ 
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He told her. And lA^w he had been waiting for days. 
And how much he had longed to see her and tell her 
some great news — but that must wpit. »He never stopped 
speaking, he poured words all over her as if^ nothing at 
all had ever happened in tHe past wceld, and at the same 
time he was nodding and smiling overlher shoulder to 
Madeleine and Prescott. , 

But Prescott turned away. And thenlVladcleine came 
over from the counter with a streamer of stamps in her 
hand. Ignoring Guy she said to Louise: ‘Got ’em. Let’s 
get the things posted.’ 

Guy was not to be deflected: 

‘Now'iook, Mad, I’ve got the most terrific news . . .’ 

‘Are you coming, Lou?’ Madeleine repeated. 

And then swung up at Guy: ‘Apart from everything 
else, for Christ’s sake don’t call me M^d. Ma-a-d,’ she 
mouthed. 

Guy pretended exasperation: 

‘Oh . . . can’t we let bygones be bygono-— just this 
little once?’ ' 

‘Is that a sbng or something?’ 

‘Oh, I know — I know . . . .’ 

‘I’m glad. Now we’ll be getting along. . . .’ 

But Guy insisted: ‘Look, you simply must come and 
have a drink. I tell you, what I’m going to tell you 
is . . .’ 

Madeleine turned away impatiently: ‘Louise — are you 
coming?’ 

But Louise did not move. She stood thinking, feeling 
oddly calm and casual and finding in this a strange com- 
fort. Mrtdeleine looked at her astonished. She thought of 
Michael — and then of course remembered that there was 
noemore Michael. But surely die little bitch couldn’t . . . ? 
c She appealed simply: ‘No! No . . . Lou!’ 

But Louise turned to her and nonchalandy, a new 
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hardness showing on her lips as sMb pursed them, alqiost 
considerativcly, she shrugged: ‘I don’t see why not.’ 

And coolly to ^uy: ‘Wher^’ 

‘Oh . . Guy waved his hand exuberantly at the post 
office wallt at all Barcelona^ and then curiously said, 
and very hcarti^: ‘Irgendwo!’ 

Louise smileil to hear the German word, he was 
not quite certaiji of himself. She did not feel exactly 
triumphant — she was simply enjoying this new sense of 
detachment. 

Madeleine said coldly: ‘Well, be seeing you at the 
hotel. . . .’ 

Without looking at Guy she went across to het^usband 
and left. 


He took her to a cafe in the drooping old yellow Plaza 
Re|l. At least onc^ could sit quietly there, a few tables 
stood undes arcades peeling the memories of better days. 
The plaza made its own deep shadow, its tall shuttered 
houses cloistering; a few palms that stood ibout tiredly 
like long-legged old featherless birds. Lamp-posts sur- 
mounted by black iron helmets stood like the skeletons 
of armoured knights. About everything there hung a 
vague smell of compost. But in a corner occupied by a 
restaurant a golden-brown chicken turned over a bright 
charcoal fire. 

Not so many passed through this square, though it 
abutted near to the Ramblas themselves. Its solitude 
emphasized a new kind of constraint that Louise notice^ 
as she sat there close to Guy — the propriety of an old 
lover: it was like sitting with the husband - f a good 
friend. 

‘. . . so there you have it!’ Guy finished. The skin oi% 
his face, usually so dry-looking, glowed with a physical 
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entl);usiasm. His eyes Aurtored himself in pleasure: *God 
knows where it’ll lead — but it’s an end of the* old life. 
More of everything, my girl, and ij [0 ipore lip service.’ 

His eyes narrowed: ‘Though the old life wasn’t half 
bad, was it . . . but you’re Iboking rather strange Lou?’ 

‘Aren’t you, for that matter?’ 

‘Naturally enough.’ And then he j^retended slyly: 
‘Jealous?’ 

She was able to look him back straight in the eyes. 
She wondered casually at this, which had never been easy 
before: even at their most intimate, his eyes had made her 
shy. 

‘No, Guy,’ she said, ‘why should I be?’ 

He suddenly thumped the table, thp little sugars 
rattled in their bowl. 

‘But for God’s sake I’d forgotten — why* are you alone? 
Or are you? What’s with your Michael — ?’ 

‘After all you’ve only got on6 film,’ ^ 

‘Oh Lord,’ he said suddenly serious, ‘he’/s all right, 
isn’t he? I shoujd have asked — ' 

‘And yoif know yourself— you’re .very capable of 
breaking it all up.’ 

‘Breaking what up?’ 

‘The great chance. But it’s wrong of itie’ — she managed 
a wry kind of smile — ‘I’m very glad for your sake, Guy.’ 

‘You haven’t answered my question. Where’s Michael?’ 

‘Michael?’ As if she had heard him say the name for 
the first time. ‘Oh, Michael’s following on,’ she Ued. 
‘Michael got stopped by a nave or two.’ 

..‘Business before pleasure — funny time for that?’ He 
added, ‘But there’s something else funny in that quarter.’ 

‘You mean?’ 

kle took up a palilla and began picking at his teeth, 
^ver his face came the vacant look this gives. ‘Nothing. 
I’ll tell you some time. . . . But how is he?’ 
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‘He’s fuiA What did you mean? I don’t like mysteries. 

He smiled at her again, suddenly affectionate: 

‘You know I’ve missed you a lot. Lulu. I think I saw 
for the first time, dov^n there alone in Seville, how much 

. . . it’s all sftch a damn mix-u^ and only too late you 

see how muchwou need, I mean I saw how much I 
needed you . .1 hell, we could have done such a lot 
now. . . .’ 

He looked downcast, and down at his fingernails. She 
said again steadily: 

*lVhat was it you were going to say just now?’ 

‘Oh . . . you probably know anyhow.’ 

"What?' 

‘Something I heard about Michael. As a matter of &ct, 
I wrote home to an architect chap I know.’ 

‘Wrote home?’ 

He leaned for\^ard sincere: 

‘You know, in ^ way»I do feel a bit responsible for 
you* Loiiis<^ I just wanted to find out something about 
the fellow.’ He smiled. ‘Didn’t want you to make a boss 
shot.’ 

She was suddenly frightened. Guy’s sincere moments 
were not to be trussed; but she was frightened. All the 
sense of nonchalance went. 

‘You had no right to do that,’ she said. 

‘I feel I had. I didn’t want you to make a mistake.’ He 
added slowly: ‘As it seems you may be doing.’ 

Louise said nothing. 

Then Guy seemed to make a decision against his better 
self. He drew in a breath between his teeth and spoke 
coldly: 

‘•It seems Mr Carey was co-respondent in a particularly 
unsavoury divorce matter — ' 

‘I don’t want to hear anything about — ’ 

‘The husband being overseas in the field of battle — 
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or ^ther ofF it, a Ja^D prisoner in Burma in^&ct — ^while 
Carey was nice and comfortably set up in London. With 
the lady-wife.’ 

‘He was a pilot.’ She bit her tongue for bothering to 
argue. ‘Anyway, I don’t Want to hear another word.’ 

‘Just as you like. But it was quite a crse in the press — 
you probably read it yourself at the timtff In point of fact, 
I have here’ — he reached in his pocket and brought out 
a letter and some chppings — ‘me documents. Like to 
refresh your mind?’ 

‘Put the filthy things away.’ 

‘Anyway, Carey ’ll be here soon, you can have it first 
hand, ck?’ 

She said before she could help it: 

‘He won’t be here.’ 

‘But you said he was following.’ 

‘Oh the hell with you Guy. He’s not. There’s been a 
row.’ ^ 

Guy took the toothpick from his mouth and his eyes 
opened wide# He beamed. He was like a father pleased 
at a prize hiJ daughter had brought home: 

‘Why — Lou!’ 

She nearly laughed at his enormous complacence. But 
he caught hmiself: 

‘I mean . . . not so good in a way of course ... on the 
other hand . . .’ And his eyes under their dark short lashes 
were still flickering pleasure. 

Louise looked at him amazed: then round at the quiet 
old square, and then fixed on the chicken still brighdy 
qiming on its spit. Nothing just then seemed quite real, 
everything stood out separate, isolated and unbelievable. 
Could such atrocious sclf-satisfaction be possible? Had she 
re^y lived with this for so many years? 
c ‘That’s very kind of you, Guy,’ she said. ‘But there’s 
no other hand, not at all!’ 
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‘Yet it’s*a little too early for a t?)w— or isn’t it?’ 

‘The row will be patched up.’ 

‘But Louise, hQiiestly . . . dc^you think you can be sure 
of a fellow like diat \ . . not after — ’ 

‘EvcrytUing in •the garden ^vill be lovely. And now I’m 
going.’ 

He finished: i — ^not after this divorce business and God 
knows what else. . . . 

She stood up abruptly. What he had said could be 
despised — but it left its mark. 

‘Goodbye. It’s been bloody seeing you — ’ 

‘Now Lou . . .’ 

‘As usual,’ she smiled. 

Guy spoke f^st: ‘Lulu — ^tomorrow! Let’s at least meet 
tomorrow! We mMS/,it’s — ^I haven’t told you — my last day. 
I’ve got to go*sooner than I thought. Can’t we paint this 
god-awful town up a bit tomorrow? Say yes. Last time!’ 

^he laughed. 

‘Howcliprming! No, Guy, there’d be very little use.’ 
She was casual again. ‘Besides I’m busy with Madeleine. 
And you know ^ow she loves you. . . .’ 

He took this for weakening. And then snorted with 
laughter: ‘I’d like to see her face when she hears about 
that contract.’ • 

‘Have a good trip.’ 

He got up amused. 

‘See you tomorrow, then.’ 

‘Goodbye.’ 

‘Till tomorrow.’ 


’So when the next day came and the reception tele- 
phoned up that a Mr Carey was there to see her, fhe 
thought it was Guy being funny. It was before ten, she 
was only just dressed and breakfasted. 
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Sl;ie could not be b&thered with any of th& — and she 
put the receiver down with a brusque momiiig ’finahty. 
But the next moment she felt less ccrtair. She sat looking 
at her familiar things hung about the room — suits and 
dresses well known and nea!tly hated, and with her mind 
trying to press the collar of a dress slipping off its hanger 
began to wonder suddenly if— perhaps — were not Guy 
at all? She tried to brush it aside. But, again— just possible? 
A chance in a thousand? If it were Guy, it was again a kind 
of schoolroom trick that succeeded: it was infuriating 
how there was no defence against these simple attitudes. 
For there wasn’t, she couldn’t be certain it wasn’t Michael. 
And obliquely then, to excuse herself, for she was already 
at the door, she thought: Well, it is Guy’s last day after aU. 

But again, if it was Michael . . . her mind began to 
work above her heart, she began to calc^ate. Refuse to 
see him. Keep cold. Show him these things were not so 
simple. She had already refused on, the tclcphonev-if 
she went downstairs she would simply be walking down 
the hall of her-hotel on any normal errand, she saw herself 
asking the porter the hours at the opera. 

She held her breath on the stairs. She thought this was 
to keep herself quiet: but her heart was- beating fast and 
it seemed loud, she felt her breathing* could be heard. 
There was a mirror at the foot of the stairs, a great old 
gold-framed monster that took in half the lounge. She 
held her breath and went further down to where she 
could see most of the lotmge reflected: cane chairs, a 
pattern of tiles, a table of green A B Cs and the pink 
bqUfight paper, a family of luggage herding itself, but 
otherwise nobody at all, absolutely empty — then suddenly 
a voice came up the stairs, in the emptiness no more than 
a Ipud whisper, and hlichael’s voice: 

( ‘Louise!’ 

Her heart rocked. She looked hard at the mirror, at 
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the tiled ^itairway walls. Empty. fSut then Michael«came 
forward into the mirror-view with his head turned up 
at her on the stjursj— of couise he had seen her feet and 
bless hini recognized them^ and then she ran down the 
last stairs, all calculation gone to the winds, shouting loud 
his name. 

But Carey’s eyes were anxfous, his smile grave, he had 
been stiffening himself for tms meeting and could not 
unstiffon whatever her welcome: and so her smile half- 
died and they stood awkwardly in front of each other, 
without even the touc^ of a hand. 

‘Louise, I’v'’ get to talk to you. I’m miserably ashamed, 
I didn’t mean any of those awful things I said, you’ve got 
to give me a chance to explain. . . .’ 

But she was just then purely delighted to look at a 
well-known“b^shiness about his eyebrows, the implicit 
smile-marks in lines by his lips: 

,‘But of course Michael . . . here, there’s a sort of lounge- 
place. 

‘No. Not here.’ 

‘But why . . , ?’ 

‘D’you mind — ^put somewhere — alone — ’ 

She looked rftund the empty hall and through to the 
empty lounge alid half-smiled at him: ‘Alone?’ 

‘Please. I can’t explain . . .’ 

‘But wasn’t that wliat you wanted,’ she tried to laugh, 
‘to explain?’ 

That failed too, he gave a smile that would never work, 
he was stiff with his anxiety. 

‘Right — out then,’ she said, and led him out through 
the door. 

It was raining. ‘Rain,’ she said. 

This was extraordinary. She stopped astounded.* All 
through the last weeks of Spring mere had been th^ 
fixed blue skies, rain was a forgotten clement — yet now 
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these* metal-dark clou<^ and the first heavy grey drops 
splashing the pavement piebald. 'Well, it’s rainihg,’ she 
repeated. 

But Michael took her arm and led her hurriedly into 
it: ‘I know, it’s been following me everywhere.’ 

She laughed at this: ‘Oh Michael, that’stboo much. . . . 

The big drops fell grey, all about them so she hurried 
him into a back street. The hotel faced the quay. Nowhere 
to sit there. She made exactly for the same plaza where 
Guy had taken her the day before — ^it was all she knew. 
They hurried through the dark crowded Escudillcrs and 
up into the square, getting into that arcade cafiS just 
before tht sky burst the full force of its southern water. 

It came down vertically, curtains of shivering metal 
chain shutting in the arcade. It was early, and no 
chicken yet mmed on the restaurant spit. It all looked wet 
and draughty, a thousand miles away from the warm dry 
yellow of yesterday’s shade. 

But Michael persisted with his anxious speech. 'He had 
been preparing it for days. It had to come out in spite of 
Louise’s now**obvious welcome. 

‘I don’t know how to start,’ he said, who well did, 
‘except that I don’t know how you can 'ever forgive me. 
But Lou darling, dearest — ^listen — 

‘I’d better come straight to the point — ^what was at the 
bottom of it all. Lou — ^it was that ... I thought I couldn’t 
give you any children. Ever. I thought I’d got a wound 
that washed all that out forever. It was something they 
said when they brought me in, I don’t know, I was 
hardly awake, but I’m sure they said — ’ 

He looked suddenly puzzled at the pavement by the 
table, and repeated to himself: ‘I’m sure they said it.’ He 
lo'vi'ered his voice: ‘One of them said: I’d be sorry for the 
lAother of his children. And the other said: Never to be. 
Never to be. Do you see? Never’ 
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‘Oh ^chael . . . !’ 

He went on impatiently: ‘I can see now I might 
have misheard t ^ but thdi I was so sure I even 
refused tQ check up with t];).e doctor. Anyhow I didn’t 
trust him. I tl^ught he’d think I wasn’t in a fit state to 
know.’ 

She had reached forward afor his hand. She held it 
trying to cover it widi hers so much smaller. 

‘So there seemed only one fair thing to do. . . . And 
there I was cursing you and loving you and worsening 
what I had to say, and then having to act it at you ... at 
you Louise! Ana tiicn’ — liis eyes wandered a moment, 
frowning — ‘a dreadful thing happened. But^t doesn’t 
matter now. .* . .’ 

‘No Michael, tell me.’ 

He lookc<r suddenly ashamed, but stiU trying to puzzle 
out something unbelievable: 

•I — I found I enjoying it,’ he said. ‘I lay there and 

enjoyed ft, I began to taste the words and I watched the 
look on your face — ’ 

He waved his hand wearily. ‘God knows what the 
mind does to one. I was just beyond everything. I suppose 
it was the only* way to get it done and something bad, 
something truly bad, evil came up and helped it. I cried 
about it afterwards.’ 

‘Oh my darling, poor — ’ 

*I just want you to see, Louise. And now . . . understand 
what I felt when that was all over and done and you had 
gone and the doctor came bowling in and told me to get 
up. And get out. Go. Fit. Fit as a — my God, his word, 
hundreds he said.’ 

‘Hundreds?’ 

‘Oh hell — of babies!’ 

They looked at each other a moment, a long look^f 
mkrors, a look of eyes behind eyes — and then both 
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Started to laugh, a giggling hysterical laugh that then 
opened out until nearly the tears came. 

Then suddenly stopped. 

And in wonder again Michael just said: Td n,ever have 
beheved it.’ 

‘Hundreds — should think not. Tmnk of poor 
mtim.’ , 

‘No, I mean you — ^hcre — ^looking so glad.’ 

‘Same to you, my darling,’ she said. And then mur- 
mured half-ashamed: ‘You’ve taken the wind out of my 
sails too. You know, I was all set to get you back — ^in 
England.’ 

And so 'they sat and talked on together and gradually 
the old warmth, ease, surety returned. The rain poured 
down, rattling the gutters, streaming from a broken pipe, 
curtaining with wet the dry arcade. But even then the 
place was brighter than the day before. 

Then a little later Louise made a mistake. He had bem 
on again about the hospital and that part he had'p&yed — 
and then of the dreadfilness and pity of all deception — 
and finally said: ‘At any rate that’s the end of it with me. 
In future, no secrets.’ The phrase clicked in her mind, 
she was in a sentimental mood, her emotions rose to the 
myth of the clean slate and she blurted out suddenly — 
as she would never have dared or wished — what had 
yesterday left a sting of discord in her. 

‘And talldng of secrets, Michael — ’ 

]Yes?’ 

‘At least it’s not a secret, but — ' 

‘What’s all this?’ 

‘But I wouldn’t like you to think I didn’t know.’ 

‘About what, for heaven’s sake?’ 

‘(&h I know you’d have told me, but since I know 
all%ady I might as well say so and — ’ 

‘Really darling! What?’ 
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‘I mean that divorce business of yours.’ 

*Whatr . 

‘I don’t want you, to keep that a secret. That’s all No 
more to bg said. ^ over an^ forgotten.’ 

‘How the d^il . . . ?’ 

‘Now — ^no more! Finish.’ 

‘But Louise,’ he said grav«ly. ‘What did you hear? 
How?’ 

‘Oh some business in the war, anyway it was the war, 
people parted . . . don’t for heaven’s sake think I blame 
you. I do understand, Michael.’ 

‘You don’t. You’\c heard it was a soldier’s wife, 
haven’t you? And that he was abroad fighting^ It makes 
a pretty piemfe, doesn’t it?’ 

‘Please — ^Michael — I’d never have mentioned . . . 

His voice wa* hard: 

‘You’d better hear thp rest of it. It’s true her husband 
W£« overseas. AneJit’s true we had a kind of affair — I was 
on leave, ^ was far too heavily on leave. But what she 
never told me was that she was married. Very much the 
opposite, the talc went. Nor that she had arranged for 
wimesscs. The bitqh wanted a divorce. I was the lucky 
culprit.’ 

‘But Michael-Alidn’t you say that in Coiurt?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘But — ^why ever not?’ 

He shrugged his shoulders: 

‘You can’t very well do that.’ 

And added: ‘Anyway, it would sound silly.’ 

She looked away from him, out at the rain, low and 
humiliated, low and odious as the woman herself. So 
that when he said: ‘However did you find that out?’ she 
said without thinking: ‘Guy told me.’ • 

He lAst his temper, he had been losing it before at cRe 
memory of that case: 
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‘Good God, that hastard again! Is the fellow every- 
where at once? How in hell did he know?’ 

‘He — ^he wrote to Lond6ti.’ 

‘How thoughtful! At whose request?’ 

‘Michael, don’t!’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘I didn’t mean to mention him.’ 

‘But now that you have? Is he here in Barcelona? I 
suppose you’re all chimmied up again?’ 

* Please Michael! None of us thought we’d see him 
again — ^but he followed right up here, he turned up 
yesterday — ’ 

‘And?’" 

‘And I just thought the best thing was to rise above 
cutting him, better to treat him as of no particular 
importance. And then, well — ^he seeme<L.t6 be behaving 
reasonably for once, but then out he comes with this 
letter from London about you, hd''d heard from? a 
friend — ’ 

‘This was' apparently some grave concern for your 
welfare?’ 

Louise suddenly flared: ‘Yes, I suppose it was.’ 

But he hardly noticed, pushed his cluir back: ‘You’d 
think the bastard had done enough already, it’s like 
keeping company with a running sore.’ 

Louise stood up: 

‘That’s enough Michael. If you can’t understand — ’ 

He looked suddenly startled, as much at lumsclf as at 
her. 

*^Oh hell, Louise,’ he said soft, ‘I’m sorry . . . it’s just . . .’ 

‘I didf’t want to see him. I didn’t want to hear any- 
thing. I just — I just — * 

Sfhe wasn’t crying. She was dry with tears, swallowii^ 
l&rd. He got up suddenly frightened: 

‘Please darling, I shouldn’t have — ^it’s ridiculous — * 
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‘It's so^ awfully unfair to you, it’s beastly for you, il>s — ’ 

She was sgbbing. They still had the table absurdly 
between them. Mic|pel tried ^o push it aside to get to 
her, but ev#n tha^ played agaijist them, it was weighted to 
the floor, he h|d to stumble and nearly fall as he took 
her in his arms. She buried deep in liis coat, nosing under 
the lapels, crying and shaking.«He simply held her tight, 
saying nothing, feeling the smallness of her bones and 
her small warmth and the shaking and looking down on 
her hair over which he then put liis hand to press it closer, 
while his eyes looked gravely beyond at the pouring rain 
as if he would protect her against that for a start. 

Her sobbing slowly changed to a sighing stflall laugh 
at herself, and she looked up, hair caught flat and wet 
across her face: 

‘I don’t care,’* she smiled. 

He bent down and kissed her deeply. 

Then suddenly'he laughed: 

‘D’you*see — this is the first time we’ve done this? 
Touched each odier? It took our friend to do it. . . .’ 

There is the expression ‘jump for Joy’. *Biit one can 
neither jump abouf in an adult arcade, nor kiss too long 
even in the empty rain among the Spanish proprieties. 
Yet action was needed badly — and just then Michael saw 
they had started to roast a chicken on that spit, a gleam 
of golden warmth in the rain-draught arcade. 

‘Ours,’ he swore. 

And dragged her laughing into the restaurant and 
harangued with the waiter to let them have the chicken, 
wrapped up and half-cooked, just as it was: and may it«do 
them good, the poor half-baked ones, the waiter prayed. 


The^ had returned, and were sitting in the louri^e 
overlooking the street when Guy came in looking 
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for Louise again: he had been there already' once diat 
morning. It was still quite early. , 

They were sitting together at a, small table near to 
Madeleine and the l^jor, yrho also sat at a sirall table — 
the four sat watching the rain througl^ the plate-glass 
as at some theatre show, the grey-wet street was framed 
by plum-dark plush curtains and an old brass rail ran 
along the sill like the curtain rail of an orchestra pit. But 
thus separate Guy was able to come up to Louise and 
Michael ignoring the others. 

He was there before they knew it, as he crossed the 
lounge he had time to recognize Michael’s presence and 
quiddy revise his attitude — for he only nodded to Louise 
and spoke instandy to Michael: 

‘Look, Carey, I don’t know how to apologize,’ he 
said, breathing hard as if he had run there to be able to 
say this, jaw working humbly. ‘I did a damned awful 
diing pitching into you hke that. Went completelyoff 
my head. I’d’ve come to the hospital, only the'/ kept me 
out. I foel like hell about it.’ 

Carey looked up at him coldly: ‘You’re not the only 
one.’ 

‘I know,’ Guy said, humbly taking it, ‘I don’t blame 
you.* 

A pause. Guy put his hand up to that hairlock that fell 
over the hard bone of forehead. It was difficult for his dry 
hard foce to look ashamedly apologetic: but he managed 
it, lowering his eyes and letting his lower jaw fall. 

‘Well,’ Carey said, ‘is that all?’ 

Madeleine and the Major were reading too quietly; 
no page* were turned. Louise sat awkwardly looking 
straight in front of her out at the dark stone of public 
bui^ngs opposite. It was the signal, made quite plain, 
fdr Guy to go'. But of course he stayed. 

Just men, however, a boy came over and tapped him 
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on the shoulder. ‘Teldfbno,’ the boy smiled, makingcthe 
motions of ans;«rering a call and pointing to the desk. 

Guy said ‘Excuse me* and went over to the telephone. 

‘Excuse qie’s good,’ Michael said. 

Louise nearly-laughed. It was after all a day of good 
humour, of celwration, an expansive day. Indeed, the 
celebratory chicken, a trussed-^p parcel now letting a 
httle oil, still lay on the table in front of them. The 
rain hardly mattered at such a time. Guy could be 
disregarded. 

‘Pray God it’s his nanjelcss film company,’ Madeleine 
mouthed from her paper, ‘pra^ God they’ve sent him an 
aeroplane.’ 

Major Prescott flicked a hand, too imperatively, at 
Louise: 

‘For God’s sal^p get rid of him,’ he growled, ‘today at 
least.’ He added, a little surprised at himself, to soften it: 
‘Bad enough with this merry old Mediterranean weather 
outside?^<Ju know.’ 

Louise said in a small voice: 

‘It was different yesterday. Michael wasn’f here. I was 
only trying to smopth things.’ 

Michael smiled to cover her: 

‘I don’t think we should bother too much. He’ll go.’ 

‘He won’t,’ Prescott snapped. ‘The man’s got the skin 
of a leech.’ 

Michael frowned. He may have hated Guy, but he dis- 
liked even more any criticism of Louise. And he could 
not forget how this morning he had brought her to tears 
more or less on the same matter. He reproached himse^, 
he resented Prescott’s interference. Oddly too, he still 
regarded Guy as a friend of Louise’s, a kind -'f appur- 
tenance with whom she should at any rate have the prAd- 
Icge ofCealing privately. 

Also the physical hurt Guy had done him had lost its 
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bitcii it was as difficult physically to feel as *thc cold of 
winter on a summer’s day. He decided to try to lie reason- 
ably polite if Guy returnod. 

And Guy soon returned; 

‘Can’t imdcrstand it,’ he was muttering as much to 
himself as anyone. ‘Consulate? What tnc devil docs the 
Consulate want?’ 

He looked at Louise and Michael and said: ‘That was 
my hotel. Something about the Consulate telephoning. 
Couldn’t quite get it, very mixed English the chap speaks 
— ^however I said I was here if they wanted anything. 
Mind if I—?’ 

He pidled a chair towards the table and sat down. He 
made no apology, he had dropped his mood of humiUty 
and was now simply concerned with his own affairs. 
No one spoke, but that he never seemed to notice. One 
arm slung over the chairback, sprawled down at ease 
and as vitally untidy as ever, he began to taHe of what<was 
instantly in his mind. His train that day. The <ime it 
reached Paris. What did the Consulate want? And 
Barcelona was a stinking hole. He gestured a hand at 
the window: ‘Might as well be in London already.’ 

It did look very much like London. The dark grey 
stone of municipal buildings streamed with rain and soot. 
Pavements, kerbed in the English fashion, shone a slush 
reflection of low grey clouds overhead. Black umbrellas 
milled and jibbed everywhere over bowed, hurrying 
shoulders. A steamer from the wharves boomed its wet 
complaint. But most telling of all were die red double- 
deck buses that passed to and fro against the grey. And 
over everything — umbrellas, buses, pavements, gutters — 
the rain streamed down unceasingly, wettening the 
wHoIe world, seeping like liquid mackintosh into the 
i^ns. It might have been a wet Monday at die i.lansion 
House. Then a dcUberate engine came pluming black 
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smoke alorfg the quay and pushcd^t all further nor^Ji to 
liverpocjl. 

Guy talkedT oq, then took* to asking questions that 
needed an^ answer, ^That became too uncomfortable. 
Louise was about to say she must go upstairs to write 
some letters — ^when again the page-boy came up and 
tapped Guy on the shoulder. 

‘Senor Harr-ow-bee?’ he asked, motioning towards the 
desk in the hallway beyond. 

‘Christ,’ Guy said and rose to follow him. 

They all looked at each other, papers lowered and chairs 
shifted in a grcit of relief 

‘I can’t stand it,’ Prescott said. 

Michael whispered tentatively to Louise: ‘Darling, 
don’t you think you could do something?’ 

She shrugged^ it seemed hopeless: ‘He’ll never take a 
hint. . . .’ Then pursed her lips and sat up impatiently 
looking for her bag: ‘Tlie only thing is to escape. Let’s 
go for^Msalk in the beautiful rain.’ 

Madeleine stared moodily at the passing umbrellas. 
‘Pity old Owen’s missing this. There’s the cfiap to cheer 
you on a day like tWs.’ 

‘Shall we go, Michael?’ 

‘Mind you takfe your Rattan Partridge Crook.’ 

Prescott worried his paper and grunted: ‘At least that’s 
one small mercy we’ve been granted. Probably stewing 
in the Red Sea.’ 

Unconsciously Madeleine’s eye may have recognized 
the shape of Owen standing far back in the hotel hall by 
the desk to which Guy had been called — though sucl^a 
preposterous message would never have reached her 
brain. But now suddenly Louise shouted: 

‘Talk of the devil!’ 

The)# all turned and saw that indeed Owen stood 
there. 
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IJe was talking — ^i? seemed effusively — ^to ‘Guy. Olive 
Owen stood a little way away silently watching. 

Prescott raised his eye% to the ceilifig, ‘there was no- 
where left for him to look: ‘The edd/ he munnured and 
shrank behind his paper. 

Madeleine yelped with delight: ‘So^here we all arc 
again! How very cosy!’ ^ 

Michael put a finger to his lips and took Louise’s arm: 
‘Quiedy, now’s our chance. . . . It’s an ill wind . . .’ 


Owen was sober. 

He stood, feet firmly placed apart, and faced Guy’s 
tall enquiring smile. 

Tve been looking all over for you,’ he was saying fast, 
sentences spluttering over each other, ‘l^lcft ship at Port 
Said, I’ve flown all the way back here. And now I’ve 
only foxmd you thanks to the Consul-—’ 

Guy raised his eyebrows and nodded. ‘Lid^d? All 
most interesting. But what exactly inspire this great 
honour yovf do me?’ 

‘You’ll know soon enough,’ Owep snapped. He stood 
there in some attitude of authority, or of defiance: but 
it was plainly an effort, he looked tii'ed and those legs 
planted so squarely were pathetically bent, the thin legs 
of a drunkard weak beneath their pot-belly. 

‘What I’ve got to say’s private,’ he said, glancing 
round. ‘Come over here. . . .’ 

‘Isn’t this a little imperious?’ 

«But Guy allowed himself to be led away from the desk 
and into a comer of the hall away from the stairs, a kind 
of alcove where a telephone cabinet stood amoi^ notices 
ami a sudden planking of dark wood. 

«» Owen spoke low now, looking away firom Guy» hating 
what he had to say: 
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m 

‘rU not beat about the bush. I't’s about my M^lly. 
She’s in-fin a certain condition.’ He paused and looked 
up at Guy almbst^s if he were in search of advice. 

Guy said nothing. ' 

Owen almost whispered, ‘''i’hat’ll be news to you?’ 

Guy’s eyes fli^ered: 

‘A certain what? 

‘Condition, I said. Molly’s go’ing to have a baby.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

Owen looked at him hard. Neither said anything. 
Owen snapped suddenly: 

‘Is that all you have to say?’ 

‘Well — of course. I’m sorry to hear about it. In the 
circumstances. . 

There was another pause. A bell rang suddenly in the 
telephone kiosk. 

‘Well?’ Owen said. 

‘I’m afraid I dont . . .*?’ 

‘Whai' 9fc you going to do about it?’ 

‘Me?’ 

‘I don’t have tq tell you who’s the — ^who’s responsible.* 

‘I’m supposed to^know?’ 

‘You know danm well it’s you, nobody else.’ 

Guy smiled: ‘This is indeed news.’ 

Owen’s jaw stiffened, he thrust it out, it was not used 
to this and stopped there quivering. 

‘I’d not speak like that to me, young man. Now come 
on!’ 

‘But by what magic do I become a — daddy?’ 

The bell went on ringing urgently muffled in its gla^ 
box. 

Owen glanced at it and lowered his voice again. He 
spoke tenderly, sorrowful for his daughter: ‘The p#or 
girl’s tqjkl her mother everything. You — ^you ought to he 
ashamed of yourself. But I’m going to see to one thing.* 
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His, voice rose: ‘You're going to make a decent woman 
of her, Harrowby.’ 

Guy said one word oi\ly: 

‘Difficult.* 

The older man swallowed, he pretended hot to hear: 

‘She’s my only daughter, Harrowbyl You two have 
got yourselves in a — a fix. But what’s done’s done. So 
here and now — I want to say I’ll give you her father’s 
permission. I wish I could say blessing. I can’t.’ 

Guy stared at him unbeheving. The old fellow — ^he 
said afterwards — ^looked like a Senator facing the firing 
party. He tried not to laugh, there was a cold snulc in 
his voice: 

‘Look here, Mr Owen,’ he said, ‘I can see you’re upset, 
very upset’ — ^he watched Owen’s face quaver, the more 
upset for being told it — ‘and it’s pretty awful Molly’s 
being pregnant, I can understand, believe me — ’ and 
he saw how the word pregnant hit the older m^n — 
‘but what I can’t get is why you accuse me of, being re- 
sponsible — ’ ■“ 

‘Accuse?’* 

‘Mr Oweii,’ Guy said in what he made a kindly voice, 
‘I’m trying to help you.’ 

‘My God!’ '■ 

‘I’m afiaid,’ Guy said, he was unable to resist it, 
‘you’ll have to look a little further Father.’ But then to 
cover it he turned and swore loudly at the ringing bell — 
it was no good going too fiur. 

‘By heavens, do I have to answer the danrned thing?’ 

^.‘What?’ said Owen. 

A clerk came hurrying from the desk. 

Guy looked down at his fingernails, he considered 
th«m widi an air of reticence, as though he did not like 
T/hat he was going to say but on consideration^ felt he 
had to. 
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‘Mr Qwtn, it’s unpleasant to have to add to the btyrden 
you’re already carrying’ — ^he thought, I didn’t even mean 
to say that — bu{ I feel it m)4 duty and duties must be 
faced. I think you ofaght to <^e your mind back to that 
ship, Mr 0)we^.’l wonder if you can remember any of 
the stewards — Ay particularly the one on B deck, the 
one attached to the end cabins of your own corridor?’ 

‘Steward? What ship? I don t see what you’re getting 
at. This is all getting off the point — ’ 

‘Then you don’t remember him? I’ll have to enlighten 
you. (I’m sorry to do this, by the way.) Good-looking 
chap. Curly hair, kind of dimple in his chin? Great smiler, 
spoke a littleW'^st Country? You don’t get him?’ 

‘What I don’t get’s what all this . . .’ 

‘He used to take Molly her breakfast.’ 

‘Breakfast?’ ^ 

‘And if you’d taken the trouble to step out on the 
upper decks of a» evening you might have seen quite a 
friend^hpt forming — between Molly and this young 
fellow. But you spent most of your time in the bar, 
didn’t you?’ , 

Owen’s face flushed — an ill red band crossed part of 
his face. He strt^glcd: ‘Are you insinuating . . . ?’ But 
Guy went straight on, coldly and kindly: 

‘Come now, Mr Owen — it’s very natural. A shipboard 
romance. Molly’s not an unattractive girl. And it’s also 
natural enough, now the worst has happened, for her to 
— shall we say, dissimulate on the nature of her gentle- 
man. A steward! No, much better to pick on one of the 
passengers. Me, for instance.’ , 

Owen Suddenly blazed; ‘My girl couldn’t do such a 
thing 1 And she’s told her mother . . .’ 

’ Guy too raised his voice and now snapped: 

‘In fifet, your little girl’s quite a little snob.* 

‘You — you . . .’ Owen clenched his fist. 
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A . gabble of Spamsh muffling from the" telephone 
suddemy changed to frim exasperated Englisii: ‘No! 
Madam will be at the bulls/ 

‘A rather silly Ue/ Guy ssjid. 

‘You call my daughter a har, you bloody — * 

‘I mean about the bulls, Mr Owen. It’S raining.’ 

‘I know it’s raining,’ chanted the clerk into the tele- 

E hone, ‘but Madam said she was to the bulls. This is all I 
now.’ 

‘Look here — ^listen to me . . .’ Owen said,' but his liti- 
gant mouth that never otherwise seemed to stop went on 
now moving without words — ^it was plain he did not 
know what to say, already a doubt in his mind. 

Guy saw it and now struck hard. 

‘Why don’t you go back to Port Said and find your 
blasted steward and for God’s sake give me a’httle peace!’ 
Droned again: ‘. . . to the bulls, sir.’ 

Guy caught sight of Lomse passing aLnost a yard away, 
head turned away: ‘Besides,’ he said, ‘I’ve an ippomt- 
ment.’ 

Owen said suddenly loudly, desperate now: 

‘But she says you’re the fadicr, she ^ays it.’ 

Lomse stopped dead. She stood there. Lead still averted, 
but listening. 

Owen saw her and stepped forward. Ins hand out- 
stretched in appeal: ‘Miss — Miss Abbott, you’re an 
tmderstanding person. . . .’ And stopped, miserable. Of 
course there was nothing he could say. 

But Lomse now turned and looked at Guy. She said 
in a low voice: 

‘Molly?’ 

Guy shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Molly,’ he said. ‘But nothing to do with me.’ 

^'She lowered her eyes, her shoulders fell hopdcssly: 
‘Oh Guy. . . 
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Michael had come up and not knowing took heiiarm: 
‘Come ilong— 

She looked fr^m Guy to Qiven, lazily, the look almost 
of a sleep-walker, 4nd thenu saying no more simply let 
herself be’leda^i^y. 

Guy nodded quickly to Owen: ‘Apologies,’ he said, 
and hurried with his long stride to the revolving doors. 

‘But . . . but . . Owen stammered after him. 

But Guy was gone. 

He walked sadly over to where his wife stood by the 
desk. She raised her anxious eyes, dried of tears. 

Owen looked at her somehow in surprise. And said, 
as if this were inconceivable, a sudden and hopeless gift 
of surprise: ‘He — ^he won’t listen to reason.’ 


Guy caught up with Louise and Michael, he had on a 
raincoat armoured with military flaps, he walked with 
handsadeep in his pockets and those long, muscular arced 
legs trod surely into step beside them. 

There was no surprise in Louise’s facd, at first she 
scarcely ‘seemed Jo notice his appearance but simply 
walked forwatd too straight and blindly, head bent 
forward against Ithe rain. 

Then Michael took her arm and purposely turned down 
a side turning to get away from him. 

Guy followed. Michael stopped, his patience, his effort 
ofpoli teness finished. 

‘We want to go for a walk,’ he said, ‘alone.’ 

Guy smiled: 

‘You don’t exactly own the pavement, do you old 
boy?’ 

■ Louise said quietly: 

‘DaAng, let him stay.’ 

Michad looked at her amazed. Her voice had meant 
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plainly dhat diis time she wanted Guy there/it was no 
show for the sake of peace. He closed his hps t^ght, he 
grew terribly alert. , ' 

They were out then on ^ wide ’grey quay, the rain 
had dropped to a drizzle. The enormous wprd Tinglado 
appeared written in letters across the si&e of the great 
customs sheds, belying th^ look of London. And then 
abruptly between grey-stone buildings there flashed out 
a strange brittle wave of ironwork and stone painted 
orange and blue, the urgent etiolated nightmare of a 
Catalan modernist. Michael took this in, responding 
automatically to his profession. He hated the work of this 
Gaudi and his school — but in any case there was a 
grotesque strength in it, a helhsh groan that struck at the 
nerves. Looking at it he heard Louise say to Guy: 

‘What are you going to do about it?’ 

‘About what?’ 

‘For God’s sake don’t pretend. '. . .’ ^ 

He said carelessly: ‘I don’t see what I’ve got,t)u Ao with 
it.’ 

‘You sounh -smpid. At least you’re not usually stupid.’ 
She spoke angrily, but then her voic^ trailed off: ‘You 
might as well know I know I even heard ’ 

They were intolerably close in sonlething. Michael 
saw Guy look down at her. He caught up and just heard 
him say: ‘. . . a httle trip to the Indian dentist to have it 
out. . . .’ He had to try to break in. 

‘Is something the matter, Louise?’ 

She took his arm, and made to hug it: ‘I — ^I can’t say 
just now, Michael. I’ll tell you later.’ 

His lips came together again. He was excluded. He 
purposely dropped a httle behind — she did not even 
seefli to notice. He tried to take it Ughtly, to be generous. 
It*^ no good. 

They were then at a junction of roads. The pavement 
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had n^owcd. A great many people crammed it, 
umbrelras anjJ hurrying soaked shoulders filled the pave- 
ment. Hedtad t# step off the^kerb — and so, a few yards 
ahead, did Guy, He saw Louise’s head a little bent for- 
ward, she looked fragile in that bleak rain, and some- 
thing in the set* of her shotilders told him more urgently 
than ever before that there, inside that coat, was all that 
he loved and abruptly his hatred of Guy ceased to contain 
itself, an access of hot poison flared and clouded his head, 
it boiled in his head, his head swelled like a sac of hate, 
he dug his nails into Ji^ds to hold himself, but as he 
walked on, his eyes fixed on Guy’s back, the fccly^g 
swelled and swclk J. 

And just thfcn, at the very moment his hate grew un- 
controllable, he felt a giant shadow behind him, a low- 
chorded hooter sang, and he had just time to leap side- 
ways to the kerb as a (jmousine, silent and of enormous 
preporyon, glidefl where he had been walking an instant 
before. “ 

The second hung, he had been covering Guy’s back, 
his mouth opentd to yell a warning — enough time even 
in that sefcond . . . but instead he held his breath, he stood 

f joised on the ^erb, hoping, hoping hard, hard as the 
ight that whipped a sudden orgasm of bright pleastue 
into his eyes . . . while the great car skidded by, perhaps 
out of control, perhaps simply autocratic — ^it was a dark 
bull of a car, a matador’s black sleeping-hearse but empty, 
as empty as the horn that never blew its warning, until 
it was too late . . . almost . . . and then it did, a sudden 
bellow as, the heavy chassis slewed aside and Guy leJpt 
for the kerb, swinging himself round and left for a 
shocked second suddenly alert and facing backwart^ at 
Michad. ^ 

Then eyes met. Michael flushed with pleasure, smiling 
excitement as one might smile at the end of a race — ^and 
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Guy Crouched tense a second from death. Th^ was no 
question of what had happened, Guy saw it, quite 'dearly. 
And slowly over his fece there crept a«know'ng, bitter 
and almost loving smile, a mule licking a da^k secret — 
and he nodded at Michael. 

A man on the pavement, seeing the inch between the 
mtidguard and Guy, laughed a sarcastic ‘Ol^!’ The car 
like a wind of leaves was gone. Louise, who had seen 
nothing, turned and frowned, impatient with the rain. 
‘Thanks,’ Guy called. ‘Thanks very much.* 

He turned and caught up with Louise. 
vMichael pulled himself awake. His heart beat fast with 
&ar of himself, the pit of his stomach soured, guilt rose 
and gulped inside him. And as instantly tried to cover 
itself. It hadn’t really happened. He’d only imagined it. 
A hundred times on a rainy day cars skid.. It was nothing. 
It was normal. He’d never wished it, his mind had raced 
ahead of the moment seeing what might have happened, 
a kind of paralysis, it was nothing to do witl^lvisiiing it 
to happen, jill understandable, excusable ... if Guy 
wished to make something of it he could just go ahead, 
what the hell was there to care aboutp But he knew the 
truth. And he could not just then face Louise. He went 
plodding after them, careful now not to catch up. 

Somehow they were back near that post office again, 
and the rain took on a sudden, pointless acceleration as 
if some great thumb pressed a tap above the cloud curtain. 
The drizzle hustled into a heavy stream of water. The 
whole street broke into hurry, cars swished through 
sultlden deep puddles with the sound of swimmers diving 
into baths, there was a run for the shelter of doorways 
and a run on the post office. 

'lliey stood panting in the post office portko, and 
>^ien Guy said: ‘We can’t spend the whole day\juying 
stamps’ Louise rose for a moment from what seemed still 
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like a walking sleep and said: ‘Couldn’t we get one of 
those bJises?’^ 

For a n\oment they looked*uncertainly at the great red 
double-d«5pk,bt^pes*hcrdingi to go on their unknown 
routes, then h^icha^l said suddenly: ‘Barcelona!’ 

Guy looked %t him sourly: ‘Quite right, my boy.’ 

‘No — there’s an undergrou\jd.’ He wanted just then to 
be off the street, away from the sight and thought of cars. 

Guy grabbed Louise by the arm: ‘Make a dash. It’s 
just down there. . . .’ 

They ran for it dovra the steps to where indeed the 
concrete entrance and its crowd annoimced a hole in ^e 
ground. 

‘Now where?’ Guy said. 

‘I didn’t say I knew which way — ’ Michael answered, 
and cursed fhe apology in his voice. 

Louise said nothing. She looked still dazed, deeply 
abstracted — and Aow stared blankly round at this new 
undergrdlmd street as if it might not be real. Such sudden 
white walls? Such white glazed tiles after the dark mess 
of rain and quay outside? No colour, no advertisements, 
no decoration ongtiles — ^in Spain? Only a sense of elec- 
tricity aboundiif^ among the bright-lit whiteness, a silent 
power-house — sickening cleanliness, the quiet whine of 
power, wheels moving faster than movement. . . . 
They took tickets and descended. 

Michael made a desperate move to rescue himself, he 
went up to the wall-map to find a route — anything to 
pull himself together and help. Appalling Catalan words 
raced him: LluU, Giiell, Putxet. And Craywinckel. But 
he managed. Then suddenly thought this an oppor- 
tunity to ask Guy where he was going, no reason surely 
for mm to come back to their hotel? But he could^ot 
bring mmself to face Guy. 

A heavy square-doored train came clanking in. The 

263 



A BED OF ROSES 


rain-soaked crowd surged at it, die doors slid open, the 
carriages smelling of metal-dust became instantly urgent 
with wet clothes and faces- and shoulders and nands all 
talking and mo-ving at oncer Into dds they^w^re sucked, 
pulled, buffeted. Yet there was no, need — the carriage 
arranged itself, and they found themselves sitting three 
together in a row. 

Louise sat in the centre: facing her mostly men, the 
wetter for being bro-wn-skinned, two large motherly 
women in shapeless black dresses, a frowning beautiful 
girl alone and expertly catching, no one’s eye: a usual 
]^arcelonese lot, poorly dressed, most carrying a parcel 
or some old leather bag — there was even a sea-food seller 
with his huge basket empty and dripping. -Now these all 
sat against pale-painted steel, against glass dark from 
the tunnel wall, m a clean steady electric glow — they 
needed sun to bring out the colour of drab overworked 
clothes, they made a wet ghost-clan d(!>onied and drifted 
forever from sunlit memories of the acacia av«*iticsubove. 

They echoed the state of Louise’s mmd, she sat quiet 
and dead in the eyes as the most live thoughts drummed 
in her mind, as the words repeated fhemselves: ‘Baby? 
... a child? . . . Guy’s?’ The tram rocked with the words, 
she fro-wned to get hold of them. A simple enough 
image. . . . Then suddenly she visualized with horror 
Molly, plump and blonde Molly with her young scorn- 
ful eyes, her growing airs — and saw these innocent airs 
suddenly collapsed by what had now come to her, she 
saw all the pitiful terror and misery the girl must be 
fe&ling and her heart shrank. But other voices edged at 
the pity as dimly insistent as the train’s nagging wheel- 
rack — voices that edged in louder and louder until the 
pity was lost and a desperate disgust took its pl^e. Dis- 
ghst at the silly little bitch throwing herself at Gmy, dis- 
gust at the clumsy way a child had come of it, disgust 
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at them bcfth: but with it a hatrecf of herself for h|ving 
preventAl that same thing happening before in her own 
years witl^ What had •happened now was fact, 
incontrovertible,^ it *had be^ done and could not be 
undone. A*kin4 of race had been won, and she had lost it. 

And what \^ould Guy do about it? She had been 
shocked at his apparent dissimulation — but now, was she 
so sure? Wouldn’t it be better it’he did manage — however 
sickly the business might be — to have no more to do 
with it? She tried to think of Molly as some vague and 
troublesome idea, as ‘the other woman’, as an ‘unfor- 
tunate misadventure’, s’omething to be kept in the back- 
streets and nor i’i<*nrioned. And then above all she hfd 
to think — what concern, after all, is it of mine? None. 
Apart from the first normally decent wish to see that 
Guy acted rightly in the matter. Otherwise — no concern 
of hers. But her whole body was tense with concern: she 
safe there dull witii envy. 

SualcfeRly she remembered that she had left a few 
things, clothes and a pair of ear-rings, in Guy’s flat — 
she saw them plainly, two dresses on hangars pushed to 
one end of his wajdrobe — and felt abruptly comforted. 

The train dreVA into a station, a sudden bright-lit plat- 
form sent in mefre people, the door slid to and the engine 
sucked up a groaning draught of power and pulled off 
again into the tunnel. One word persisted through all the 
Spanish, repeated and repeated like a tragic truth in a 
chanted chorus, the simple word no longer simple: 
‘Llueve. It is raining.’ 

Once again, as at other times and on that longer t|jain 
journey from Granada, images of her past with Guy 
suddenly imposed themselves. The happy pictures — that 
autumn reflection of the two of them in me plate-^lass 
windtfw, that moment of magnificence above the sunset 
railway yards — these and others flashed up into her mind. 
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lb spends, as a loi^' dream may take place in only a 
fraction of time, they asserted themselves and passed. 
Previously she had played with th^e *pictures, but 
pushed them aside exasperated witlfhersel^the box of 
forbidden sweets frrmly shut. But| nov| she made no 
attempt to shut it. 

I’ve got to snap out of this, she thought. And how do 
you ‘snap out’ of this kind of thing? Then at least — 
you do something? But what exactly is the thing you do? 
"What indeed can you ever do if it’s no concern of yours? 
If it’s no concern of yours you can stop bothering about 
it. But ... a child? Sentiment rose in her as if it were an 
dl<.use to^o on bothering, she thought of the child itself, 
the baby not wanted and unloved. Then she remembered 
that whatever happened it was hkely to be loved. She 
shuddered. 

Suddenly she realized that Guy beside her was laughing 
out loud. She looked up. He was laughing to himscl/i a 
deep laugh, shaking with it. She saw hiui, glance — ^it 
seemed almost archly, he rolled his eyes sideways trying 
to keep a straight face — over her head to where Michael 
sat. 

She frowned: ‘What’s so funny?’ 

‘Oh,’ Guy laughed, ‘a little secret.’ And then put a 
finger to his lips. ‘Michael knows,’ he said. 

‘He knows? 

Guy nodded wisely. 

‘But he can’t know. . . . Whoever told — ’ 

His laugh petered out, he made a casual gesture: ‘No, 
no(; about all that business. No, Michael knows about 
something else. Don’t you, Mike?’ 

Michael must have been listening, he blurted too 
quiflidy: 

tl don’t know what you’re talking about.’ 

She turned round quickly and saw he looked strangely 
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ill at ease. What on earth was going on now? Her {^rain 
tried to fiiake^itself awake. 

Then abmptly.all the light% went out. Sudden black- 
ness — ^and pe,trajn Slid to a ^op. 

The air chufned jalive with cries, questions, impre- 
cation: 

‘Ay!’ 

‘Hola!’ 

‘The lights!’ 

‘The lights have gone out!’ 

‘The train!’ 

‘The train’s stopped T 

No more the ! ".v litany of ‘llucve’; no cockney vtfiCc 
to bellow: ‘Where was Auntie when the lights went out?’ 
— ^these people took their misadventure as a serious 
matter. * 

And graduaUy that carriageful of passengers found 
themselves* sitting in the dark with the seconds turning 
to minufts. The first voices of surprise faded. Now on all 
sides explanations were made, technical knowledge freely 
exchanged. Most still sat simply wonderirig: ‘What has 
happened?’ and Jpeginning to fear. And there hung 
behind the fear^he ominous knowledge of so much out- 
of-season rain. *Yet somebody said: ‘But rain makes 
electricity. We’ll soon be off.’ 

Those voices struck in the darkness from every direction, 
now it seemed from the roof, now even from behind. 
Despite the clamour Louise strained to listen to what 
might be happening outside. Outside was the place — 
but how, silent it must be out there, out in the c^pan 
tunnel muffled by such a weight of earth, yet alive, 
with mice-sounds ticking and dripping in uie quiet? 
It wat dead-black. Hadn’t there been tunnel-lights?4Iad 
they TOO failed? The great weight of earth pressed down 
from above, they lay trapped there in a worm-hole, 
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insist: what was no more a great carriage but sf tight metal 
box. All around wotind high-voltage cables alive and 
waiting, coiling dangerously along t|^e trapk and the 
dark subterranean walls. 

But above all Louise sat listening’ for (he grumble of 
another train pounding blindly along the tunnel behind 
them. . . . Yet this was a modern railway, there were 
safety devices? But what was ever foolproof? There was 
always the hundredth chance. . . . Somebody somewhere 
might have left something undone. . . . And the idea of 
a chance in a million, a thousand, a hundred grew 
monstrously certain in the dark. 

^'5he fek a hand fumbling for hers, for a moment her 
sense of direction slurred, she felt an absurd fear. Then: 
‘Michael?’ she whispered. 

‘Yes. All right?’ , 

Someone along the carriage struck a match. Perhaps 
because of a rigid no smoking rule no* one had thought 
of it before — but now this single flame flarcd<Atld' itaade a 
;reat yellow cavern. At the sound of Michael’s voice she 
lad turned tbwards him and now saw* his face clearly 
! it, it was recovered from whatever hajl been wrong, and 
smiled down at her reassuringly. It remintled her of Guy’s 
laughter. And now she realized that he Vas still shaking 
wim it, silently, on her other side. He sat there in the 
dark shaking with silent laughter. 

Others started to light matches, there was a constant 
flickering, a going and coming of flame and shape and 
shadow as they flared and went out, and all those faces 
cirf led in the gloom, with their dolorous dark eyes and 
the leathern set of their features, began to look like the 
faces of waxen martyrs considering their votive candles 
in aPdismal grotto chapel. Or like miners entombed. 

it was then that somebody smelt the first faint s^ell of 
burning. A sudden hush fell on the carriage: everyone was 

268 



A BED OF ROSES 

sniffing at tke dark air. It was unmistakable. A hot s^cll, 
a bad stroll of burning paint or oil. It seemed to creep 
about in the a21, one moment oerceptible, the next gone. 
But it always came back. An^it grew stronger. 

The smeu of^o n^y sulphur matches? Petrol fumes 
of lighters? PosJibly* . . ? But not — ^it was definitely a 
hot smell coming in from outside. Now people strained 
to peer through the pale smoke of their own lighted 
matches at the glass windows fearful to sec the first sign 
of fireglow ih the black outside. The carriage had grown 
uncomfortably hot, it was terribly enclosed, it would soon 
be difficult to breathe, the blackness and shadow stifled 
like a warm w' '''lly cloth So many warna bodilff 
enclosed? Or was the outer steel of the carriage actually 
growing hotter? , 

Michael gripped her hand hard. He tried to be re- 
assuring: 

‘(pil on the axlei,’ he laid in an offhand tone. ‘Friction 
heats ifc*Normal. You can’t smell it usually.’ 

She nodded, wanting to agree; or simply not to have 
to speak — she sat dazed, so many things ^ad somer- 
saulted, nothing schemed to have any reaUty, even the 
hand she grasped seemed to be nothing but a hand, 
nothing to do with a body and Michael, a hand, no 
more. 

' The carriage began to shift. People had risen from 
their seats and simply stood up waiting; or hustled to the 
doors and looked fearfully at the handles; or held 
matches to a corner of the ceding and up to some kind of 
emergency appUance, levers quiet against the smooth 
high paint. The young girl opposite lud lost all disdain, 
now she talked urgently to two young men: one held 
on ta her arm, responding to some last need of contact 
before facing whatever might have to be faced. Others 
comforted ^ two older women, big black eyes now 
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•wid^ like owl-eyes:' ‘Madre, madre/ — or •were these 
comforting the men, their sons? And still thcf! burning 
smell grew stronger, the {>ale smoke ^ckened, the air 
grew sicklier. One man opposite sa: t^ds^g his hands, 
his fice twisting with fear bubblnu; up|inside him, his 
skin beading with sweat. 

Yet Guy went on laughing, he had said not a single 
word, he just sat silently, vastly amused. 

Michael was saying: ‘I hope to God they keep their 
heads. It can’t be long. Any minute for sure—’ 

And then the first scream came. A single sudden cry 
like a dog’s whine rising inhuman among the deep 
iStgency of other voices. It stopped, poised and high, then 
broke down into sobbing, hideously out* of control. It 
was infectious. It began, to echo everywhere. 

’Hell!’ Michael said. 

Then: ‘What we need’s a proper light.'Pity Guy hasn’t 
got a few of his famous candles-^’ 

Louise stifiened. Candles! She had forgOtCeh*, clean 
forgotten! 

Michael going on talking for talking’s sake: ‘I once 
knew a man who ate candles. He atjp wax o&any sort. 
He loved honeycomb. Why I don’t know. He just liked 
to eat wax. . . .’ 

Louise sat suddenly paralysed, appalled. Michael was 
saying, perhaps to jolt her: ‘God, he’d have eaten the 
wax from his own ears. . . .’ 

But her hand pulled itself away and she turned all of 
herself at Guy. By matchlight she saw him. He was not 
la^ighing at all. He never had been. He was shakmg with 
fear. He had lost all grip. He was shaking like a shell- 
shocked g^ost of himseu, drained white, teeth chatter- 
in^stupi^y, knees jerking out of control, hands shivering 
if he lit, one after the other, in a prodigality V>f litde 
flame, match after flaring match. 
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‘Guy — ^fbc God’s sake Guy!* she cried. ‘Don’t w^rry. 
I’m here»*get hold of yourself—’ 

her arms roui^ him, half shaking him, 

^eanin^ forward and round. ‘What . . . ?’ 

She swimg founa a loud whisper: ‘It’s nothing, 
nothing — ’ 

Then she lowered her voice, secret: ‘It’s the dark. He 
can’t stand the dark. . . .’ 

Guy lookid at her, the yellow flicker of his eyes dull 
with terror, no more eyes but sockets of fear bruised 
and hurt in the drawn Vlute skin of his face, and sud- 
denly he lur died across with a small cry hiding MT" 
face in her breast while her arm went protective above 
and round his sliaking shoulders. A lighted match fell 
and lay burning on the knee of her coat. Michael 
brushed it off. 

‘There,’ she said, looking down at his head, ‘there — ’ 

The .kriocking began. Someone began knocking. A 
heavy sound of iron on iron, someone had got a mallet 
or heavy stick and was pounding at the steel door. Metal 
gonging, muffled as the air itself, a futile sound showing 
only how much more muffled it would sound out ii. 
the emptiness of the tunnel — ^but insistent, steady and 
wild, the very drumming up of panic. 

Louise whispered, ‘He can’t help it, it’s something he 
can’t help. He had it as a boy. And then in the war . . .* 

She went on talking, not so much excusing him as 
speaking words that went with each stroke of her hand 
'on his head, while Michael looked down horrified ai^d 
sickened, he had never seen a man so collapsed. 

. ‘. . . he had to leave his — ^you know, his parachute lot 
in the war because of it ... he was very brave, he wenrfor 
all the Ivorst ^obs — ^but he just couldn’t stand the dark, 
it’s not fear, it’s — ’ 


And she put 
half embra&ig 
Michael ^as 
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'P|nic,' Michael said quietly. ‘Bloody paniC)’ he swore, 
suddenly standing up. 

That man opposite wh^ had sat holdirig in his great 
&ar had stood up too, his qyes rolliitg, his ar^ raised to 
the ceiling like a tortured man drpwnmg. His mouth 
began to open, wider and wider it opened^ some dreadful 
sound gathering, when Michael’s fist crashed into it and 
he collapsed no more like a man but a slopped clotlics- 
bimdle lumping on the floor. 

‘Perdon!’ Michael shouted down at him, 'more accus- 
ing than apologetic. Then louder turning to the whole 
carriage ‘Perdon!’ and then began to speak loudly, in 
%ited Spanish, but with a coolness of authority: , 

‘There is no need whatsoever to fear. I am an Eng- 
lish engineer. I know this railway. I know how it 
is built. What you can smell is only hot grease, any 
workman knows it. Beheve me — we will soon be 
starting. . . .’ ’ 

They had mostly stopped talking; liis vote#-,' arrange 
in the dark, caught and held them. He could not be seen 
clearly, but "ehe foreign accent and the tpne of certainty 
surprised and for a moment impressed. But that knockmg 
went on — it wavered only once, and the wavering was 
worse. Perhaps it was this that broke ^he spell. At any 
rate, eyes peering at him close in the gloom recognized 
the forcign-dressed man who had only a moment before 
struck another, for this had all happened in seconds, and 
a murmuring of protest began. 

Michael knew he must go on talking. He had picked 
u]2 that man, and as he leant forward to set him com- 
fortably in his seat, somebody thought he meant to hit 
him agaLi. Or was hitting him. It was difficult to see — 
ev«li matches were now running out. Voices .were 
raised, a hand came down on his arm. He flung' it aside 
and stood upright again: 
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*For die sake of God keep quiet, don’t be fboBsh — 
and then louder — ‘Stop that knocking !* 

But thia timoa there was no response, the voices rose 
harshly round him^.once more that high whimpering 
howl rose eerily atjthe end of the carriage now darker 
than ever, and in the dark hotter, and he stood listening 
hard through the knocking for some other knocking 
outside that would mean the breakdown gang or the 
fire gang. §omeone had loosed his bowels in fear, the 
smeU fouled the air further. 

A hand caught at his arm again, then another: with 
no way out they were turning their panic need for mo^®^ 
ment onto him. One or two started arguing for him and 
only fired and confused further the blackness of sound — 
and even then, in the gloom of~some last match he had 
time to look d«wn at Louise’s hand stroking Guy’s head, 
and not resent this, but feel it part of an emergency that 
would xijB;h*t itself later — and then he pulled himself up to 
a last (effort and shouted: 

‘That knocking — stop — that — ^man — ^knocking ... !* ’ 

But the knocking only quickened, it accelerated with 
the dreadful growing insistence of a drummer intoxi- 
cated, the beats falling over tlicmselves in rising excite- 
ment to get there always faster — it seemed suddenly 
that there was also a knocking outside, men with lamps 
and crowbars were there, he stretched his ears and almost 
heard the first breaking of glass as the outside world came 
blundering in, smashing a heavy way into the foul air, 

, freeing them. . . . 

But suddenly all the lights snapped on and after a 
tlioughtful moment, as if to allow time for the shock 
’of the lights to be observed, the train groaned, gathpfed 
itself* asid purred heavily off. No warning whistle, po 
hoot of triumph — it heaved itself into motion simply 
and casually, as if nothing whatsoever had happened. 
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And that is what in the first seconds of blinkinp struck 
into the minds of the passengers — ^the exact notmi^ess 
of what had happened. It '^as exactly the same carru^e 
as before. Nothmg had changed: itne lights .sent their 
same clinical glow over seats, windo^v^s, sx^^orts, smooth 
steel panels. It was like waking fiom a dark dream into a 
^miliar room: relief was 'joon followed by a sense of 
decMtion— everybody felt cheated. 

There was no stupefied silence, they did net stop talk- 
ing, they could not — ^but everyone in their own way 
realized that the only change had been in themselves, 
thi^ saw how they were standing, what figures they cut, 
and slowly subsided once more into formal passengers: 
formal and brave. The man who had belaboured the steel 
wall with his stout coufxtiy stick looked uneasily at the 
great scars he had made on the paintwork — ^and turned 
quickly away. The girl clutching the arm of an unknown 
young man stared at it in surprise, and thoughtfully, her 
face slowly assuming its old disdain, disengaged Herself. 
Tliose who h;jd argued on Michael’s side gained simporters 
and cried in satisfaction: ‘See — ^he was ngnt! The foreigner 
was right!’ 

But the man who had been hit maintained only that 
he had been hit, pointing to his face and glaring hatred 
at Michael. In vain Micljael tried to apologize: he could 
not think of the word ‘panic* in Spanish and substituted 
die word ‘mad’. Madness was infectious, he said, and 
much against his will he had done this thing. ‘I am not 
madl’ the man swore, getting angrier. But he was 
quietened, people had had enough for the time being — 
and Michael sat down heavily on his seat. 

Jpst as Guy tore his head away from Louise. For a 
njpment, while he pulled himself together, he ^t with 
it in his own hands. Then when he raised his face he 
looked at Michael swiftly — and it was somehow a look 
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not o^slume but of accusation, as if blaming Michael 
for being there at all — ^and then simply muttered: ‘Sorry, 
Lou.* Nobmor»explanation.Vas needed, it had happened 
between ehem 4}eK>(e. 

When the^^ain{ drew into the next station, they all 
three rose to go. So did every single one of the other 
passengers. Irrespective of destination. None of them, 
apparently, felt cheated enough to stay on. 

Whatever had gone wrong with that train neither 
Michael nor Guy nor Lomse ever knew: or bothered to 
find out: or even dispussed on the long wet walk home 
to the hotel. TV,ey slushed through the rain in s%.cee;‘ 
all occupied with their own thoughts, their own ex- 
haustion. Along the easier broad boulevards, past modem 
mansions ^writhing their serpftnt stonework, past the 
grey block ofithe Ritz smoking its great squat chimney 
like a battleship. No one touched the other, no one took 
aft anj]^ Their only occupation in common was to look 
out Tor a taxi; none of them really cared, it served only 
to excuse, now and again, the silence. 

Michael had assumed a command and as soon, by the 
absurdi^ of thettrain just starting up again, lost it: he 
had made an urgent effort in what had proved to be a 
bubble, the bubble had burst and now no one would 
ever think of what might have been, it was an absurd 
anticlimax. He felt intolerably let down — ^instead of 
comparing himself with Guy, who had lost his head 
completely, he went the other way and suspected him- 
self vaguely as being an alarmist; an old woman who 
cries ‘me’ at the smell of pipe-smoke. 

Worst of all he lacked confirmation firom Louise. She 
said nothing. She seemed entirely bound up with thoyghts 
of He»own. But she would be shaken . . . then he remgm- 
bered how she had comforted Guy, she had not been so 
shaken then. He saw her hand again on Guy’s hand — 
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perha{)& now quite clearly for the first time^-^d his 
heart sank. And above all the thought kept recurring: 
two bloody accidents, twcf in no more thap half an 
hour! But after all — ^were they aQ:fdents?»A car too 
selfishly driven? A short stoppage on t|ie A^tro? Surely — 
normal metropolitan risks? It is the people involved ^t 
make the accident. He tried hard to think of this — ^he 
wanted to avoid the moment when he had watched the 
car smashing into Guy's back, barely short pf mmder 
attempted. 

Pretending to peer across the road for a taxi, he glanced 
7 ffliKifiilly at Guy. The man still looked shocked, his face 
was white and set hard — and his coat collar up against 
the rain made him look all the more like a man walking 
alone with his illness. 

But he was most certainly not walking alone — 
certainly not. Why was he still there at^all, why was he 
still following? Why not back to his own,iiqtel? Pic 
looked down at Louise — ^was she inviting him . . . ? 

Then at last -they were in through the door, a sudden 
Crowd of three shaking raincoats and stamping, then 
turning to the lounge — ^where a strai.gp sigh^ indeed 
faced them. 

For everything was as they had left it. 

The Major and Madeleine still sat looking out at the 
street. Owen and his wife still stood uncertainly behind 
them. A few others, visitors and waiters, seemed to be 
facing the same positions as emptily as before. Even that 
chicken lay in its wrapping in the same place. With all 
thaf had happened — ^they might never have left the 
hotel! The lounge had the feeling of a waxwork set, 
mo^ than real. Bit too usual. 

Igven when he read a paper Prescott’s eyes were ^ri the 
watch, and now he looked up, waved hello to Louise, 
saw Guy, and looked pointedly down at his paper again. 
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Madeleii^ yawned and stretched^er arms lazily, panag- 
ing a wave as she did it. She could just have awakened 
fl(pm sleep,* perhaps they had all been asleep, perhaps 
there had beeif no^Metro, tjpthing. . . . 

For the ^ome^S, then, of crossing the lounge this 
strange usuahty adided to whatever was already confusing 
Louise, it was like walking from one dream to another — 
*at any moment the tiles ml^ht change to soft carpet as 
soundless as . . . what . . . apprehension itself? She tried 
to shake herself free, impatient of what must plainly be 
some relapse of nervous tension: one doesn’t face burning 
in an underground wain every day. But still a premoni- 
tion jicld hti, it was like a sound felt before 
heard; or as, if she were somehow a derchet fascinated by 
fast waters flowing towards a weir, the waters flowing 
faster as they drew nearer, wlule the weir and its great 
drumming aifd the plunge made a giant mystery hidden, 
waiting, soon ^low "to be tremendously revealed. She 
coul(l*licar her heart beating. Yet here in this hotel . . . 
so ordinary . . . ? 

But then tjie Owens stepped forwarA and between 
them they revealed at least one new element in tha*^ 
dream-bound Joftnge — Molly was sitting in an armchau 
just behind. Pcoduccd like a conjuring trick, she sat there 
in her armchair, as though invalid, tliose guardian parents 
shielding her. And — terrible thing — she looked already 
fatter: but that was because her poise had collapsed and 
with it all hard and supercilious lines, now she sat softer 
and rounder, a]l sharp defences down. She looked up at 
Guy miserably, with a face shaped for crying but, dry 
of it; and made no otlier move. She looked what she 
felt — an untouchable. 

‘phrist,’ Guy muttered quietly, ‘can’t they for #od’s 
sake trrange this themselves . . . ?’ 

It was not old Owen who then came up to him, but his 
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wife, l^er anxious blue eyes now hard with pride, her chin 
stuck out firmly, an unsteady hat with a largef single 
feather like an insect’s anteipa bobbing abcT^e her. Yet 
a strong sense of purpose aboi^ her ov^cafne th&t absurd- 
ity; nor could her over-firm jaw sc£i{i mqpk-heroic — ^it 
was, simply, heroic. 

She was not wasting time; no formality, no ‘Mister 
Harrowby’. 

‘Guy,’ she said looking him straight in the eye, ‘I’ve 
brougnt Molly along. I dunk she wants a word with you. 
I would like to talk to you too.’ 

Guy raised his eyebrows, he tried an expression of 
pdblt surprise. But that small plumpish woman, her 
face somehow baring its tired wrinkles and her unfor- 
tunate hat bobbing, stood and outstared him and he 
dropped his eyes. Perhaps a certain nobihty at last em- 
barrassed him: or perhaps he was simply c&austed, and 
wanted to postpone the moment: howener th;it was, ^e 
seemed abrupdy to give m, he said m a quiet grave *Vpice: 

‘J can understand how you must feel, Mrs Owen. 
Your husband’s told me about it. I — I can’t say how sorry 
I am. But look here’ — and he spread his arms, hanging 
his shoulders dejectedly, opening the p^ms of his hands 
towards her, wrinkling his forehead and letting his 
whole face slack open humbly and honestly for her in- 
vestigation — ‘I’m in a fix just now. I’ve got to leave for 
London today. I’m sorry, but it’s imperative, I have to 
go. Now — there’s my address, my card. Why don’t you 
come round and see me there, as soon ?s ever you get 
back, and we can talk seriously, without all this . . .’ He 
waved his hand round the loimge, as though it were 
crammed with a watching crowd. 

‘Wm’vc got to go to London]' Her voice rose, it was a 
miAake — was no longer a noble sound but thehoom 
of propriety outraged. 
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‘Yes,’ s^d Guy evenly. ‘I’ve gSt to go tg LoSdon. In 
any caae,’ he smiled, ‘we can’t actually do anythirfg here, 
C|n we?’ 

Mrs Oven hit her lips t^ether, she took a deep sniflf 
of air — shef hdcat^C no more than a woman deeply 
offended, a vjeU-hpown face. People have only a small 
repertoire of faces in their lives: Olive Owen had this 
'onc for moods of disapprifval in hers, it was the only 
one she could produce that came near to matching 
this present and grave situation. It fell grotesquely 
short. 

That might have .baited Guy — at another time. But 
now instead ihew himself up, passed a hand q^dijr 
down his check — ahnost as if he had finished shaving — 
and spoke definitely, and loudly, as much it seemed to 
the wholg lounge as to that w<5man before him; 

‘Then I’m •sorry. I can’t help you. I’ve no time. I’m 
off. I’m going- 5 -in fact I’m going now/ 

* It w»s final. He must have been absolutely weary. His 
nerves had been badly shaken and now boredom cleared 
his head. He was finished, he was definitely off. 

He turned to go, not bothering even to wave a vagve 
farewell to thf Others. 

Mrs Owen^ave a little cry, the little white visiting 
card still held out in her hand, as if it was a ticket and she 
had been refused entry. 

Then suddenly another cry came — ^Louise was hurry- 
ing across the lounge after him. 

‘Guy! Guy!’ she called, her face radiant, laughing as 
she called him. 

‘Guy — ^wait for me!’ 

He stopped, stood still with his back turned for a 
T nr»m p ^t, then slowly brought his face half-rou^d to 
wlielfe she came running. He might have been stopp^ by 
the pull of a rope, not by his own will. She had to go 
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round lum to speak: a^d stood looking up like^a school- 
girl addressing authority. 

Tm coming with you darling . . . darlings wait whjje 
I get . . 

He stood stockstill, said nothing, 9^ tio^dhange came 
over his face. No surprise, no shock, 119 disbelief: he 
seemed only to look harder at her, peering as a man 
might peer at a well-knowi? landmark on a journey, not 
surj 
it, 1 

While she looked up now breathlessly smiling, cheeks 
flushed now, eyes ahve and bright, standing it seemed on 
to him, eager and exated and radiant and the 
words scattering out of her: 

‘. . . get packed m a moment . . . when docs the train? 
What time? . . . Oh GuyC 

‘Louise!’ Prescott’s voice rapped out deep and angry 
across the lounge. 

She scarcely heard. Only this deep warmwenprmous 
flood of relief ran through her hke new blood — while she 
lodked up at fJuy’s well-known face with wonder, and 
an exasperated voice rang inside her: Blind, blind, 
blind. 

Blind all these amazing days running ay(ray from him, 
blind not to have seen how impossible it would be, bhnd 
not to see how greatly, deeply, absolutely she loved him 
and only him for ever, whatever happened, always. 

Her whole soul inside her rose to welcome him. With 
relief and more than relief, the rediscovery of what was 
truly secure and real, as if lost in a strange city a comer is 
suddenly turned, and there, there all the time, is the 
street. 

Ugbrushed hair, grittily shaved cheek, cleft in his chin 
. . .eshe ate at these things with her eyes and broke out 
laughing, sdll stumbling out words: 


irised to see it but for a moment necessarily studying 
etting its presence sink in. 
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‘Tickets!^, . . rU get tickets . . .*darling. bribe 

half Spain to get them. . . 

A waiter standing by the desk began to smile too; the 
bellboy joined him. They (^uld not understand what 
words wer» said but|\vhat they saw they knew, they saw 
a happiness of ^o people and it warmed them to see this 
in their lounge, their dismal old lounge. 

But no laughter from other#. 

‘Louise!’ Prescott came limping over now, his dark 
brows frowned in one deep line of anger: 

‘For God’s sake pull yourself together girl! What’s got 
info you?’ 

But Louis; nev i even turned her head, her eyes njyet' 
left Guy’s face. 

The Major had limped fast, as always he seemed to 
move the qpickcr for it. Yet no-v# he stood with nobody 
paying attention, shaking indignation, his rubber-ended 
stick drumming fluietly on the floor, and no one even 
turhii^'i^ eye. 

‘You don’t know what you’re doing !’ he shouted. 
Then stammered lame as his leg; ‘Heijp’s MichaEl 
there — ^Michael, d’you hear? . . .’ 

But looking y|#at Guy she only thought, over and 
over again, thoqghts racing at the speed of blood: What 
a fool! What a blind idiot! And only this morning — in 
Michael’s arms . . . planning, chopping things up into 
neat parcels, dreaming all that nonsense when here’s 
the flesh and muscle I belong to utterly, irremediably, 
for better or fqr what the hell docs it matter worse, 
.it’s mine, I’m its, his, nothing’s going to make me 
care. . . . 

Sudden wind outside and the rain-sound roared up as 
though a great wave had hit the street. Prescott turged 
started; the sound swished still higher, the room darkened 
and all those others seemed to stand and sit around the 
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loun^ stiUer, stonie^ more lividly transfixed in the pale 
light dian ever before. 

Even Louise now heard it, and looked towards^the 
window, and for the firs/ldme vaguek saw everybody 
set and staring. But now me mod^ co^*had dropped, 
wherever it had come from it had s^t going this machin- 
ery inside her, nothing would stop it, a whole intricate 
confabulation of purchasts and stresses had gone isto' 
motion, it rolled a momenrnm stronger every minute, 
and as she saw Michael and Molly and the Owens staring 
at her an overwhelming sense of triumph caught at her 
veins, a feeling near to cruelty — she felt suddenly power- 
merciless, careless of anyone else and this surge of 
power was pleasant, it was exultant and her bps formed 
the taste of it, no one could do anything against her, no 
one could stop her. . . : 

MoUy so crushed and hopeless in her chair, eyes wide 
staring appeal at her, mouth open to ]ier as if a pain of 
hope had got caught there . . . Molly could «in,«ly go to 
— well, Molly would have to be seen later, Molly could 
'^^ait, every 9 ne could wait. 

So could the old man and his wife, ^e old man had 
moved close to her and put his arm fovuid her shoulder 
in protection, in bewilderment, and ,bewildered they 
watched their expectations dwindle into thin air and 
neither knew what they could say. . . . Well, those two 
could wait, too. 

Michael stood diere like all the rest, doing nothing, 
saying nothing, not even looking at Jber ... he was 
looking down at that chicken on &e table, the cold dead, 
chicken lying in oily paper on its lonely table, with a 
look of surprise on his face ... he seemed ashamed to 
lo9k up, but then he did, for a moment only, and he 
did not look at her but at Guy, and just thetfr Guy’s 
eyes met his and he saw in them a slow look of unholy 
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triumph an4 a smile grow there — ^and he looked shame- 
fully do\tii again. . . . 

Evt Louise* did for a second then think: Poor 
Michael. PeVor Michael, I mad^ a mistake, a dreadful and 
stupid misuse* ^hiifbcan’t be helped, she thought as the 
carelessness rose ugaiu, which can’t at all be helped. . . . 

And she broke out into a broad, happy smile as she 
locked from one to the othef of all these people dis- 
approving and awed. 

She stood*flushcd and young and radiant — for all that 
mounting power in her she looked now no more than a 
young, tenderly excited girl, years had dropped from 
her, even hei body looked more supple and free, she yas ' 
like a girl dapeed away at her first ball, her face was 
happiness — and showed only that great awesome sadden- 
ing truth, how heartless happines? can look. 

But with no pity? With pity, rather, postponed. There 
was^ simply no tipie for pity now. As in that purplish 
watergd^ght among the cane chairs she caught for a 
moment the images of Michael, of Molly, she felt 
momentarily a feniovcd sympathy for then^ — ^but couM 
do no more than that, relegating them to the future, 
affairs to be attended to, as parcels might be packed or 
contracts signetk and disposed, legally, poUtely, with 
what justice could later be spared. But not now . . . 
later. . . . 

Now she was going home — and once more for the last 
time a vision of England came to her, but now no dreams 
of summer lawnc, now no more than her old flat in the 
• mews, the well-used rooms and die gas-fire dressing- 
gown, the drab, the wonderful image of home. 

Suddenly Molly rose with a Uttlc cry, and it seemed 
she was going to come over, throw herself in betweeg — 
but didh saw Louise looking at her simply, silendy, slo-v^y 
shaking her head, and she fell back, exhausted, heavy 
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with ’injustice, mucfi too young, and burs^ at last into 
tearl. 

Those were not the only tears. Madeleine stoo(^ un- 
ashamedly weeping, she\ad been dabbing* at her eyes 
for all the past minute, now she shpfkk wyh cfuiet sobbing 
and winced as the mascara ran, th^ real tears came. But 
they were no tears of grief. She was smiling, smiling and 
crying at the same tinuf, they were the tears womer 
shed for the passing of a bride. 

And now those two together turned •towards the 
stairs, they waved it seemed once, vaguely, and all who 
watched had only time to see th&dark smile opei} across 
**Gijv’s face and hear his words: ‘All right. I’ll help you 
pack,’ before they were gone. 



